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. . . and Romance, 
The Angel-FlajTmate, raining down 
His golden influences 
On all I saw, and all I dxeamed and did. 
Walked vith me arm and arm. 
Or left me, as one bediademed with straws 
And bite of glaas, to gladden at m^ heart 
Who had the gift to seek and feel and find 
His fieiy-heoited presence eveiywhere. 
— W. B. S*iiUf. 



jbyGoogIc 



jbyGoogIc 



A ROMANCE of 
THE NURSERY 

I 

WHICH INTBODUCES US 

*■ Fool I " nid mj moM to me, 
*' Look in thy hMit uid write. " 

SiK Pbiup Stonbt 

THIS is not a atory. It ia rather a 
series of impreeaions ; impressions 
grown more vivid as time has formulated 
and lent to them perspective, of certain 
strange, fantastic little personalities, dropped 
incoQsequently into a commonplace world 
one rainy summer, years ago. 

" Mr. Glynn is a poet, so you mnat tiy 
not to make too much noise while be is 
here; literary people are always so ner* 
VOU&" Thus Miss Goodlake, our long* . 
suffn^g governess, the day before his 
arrival. '* ' Vex not the poet's mind I ' " 
she proceeded to quote. 
1 1 
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A Romance of the Nursery 

" I don't suppose we shall see much of 
him/' interrupted Harry in a grumbling 
voice. <* Anyway, I hope to goodness he 
won't come and say his poetry to us." 

He came, was seen, and conquered us, 
every one. 

He not only sought our society on all 
possible occasions, but procured us extra 
half-holidays, showing hia appreciation of 
our companionship by spending them 
with us. 

In our minds, poetry had hitherto been 
associated solely with a meek little fawn- 
coloured book, from whose pages we had to 
learn by heart dismal legends of wrecked 
schooners; of little boys destroyed by fire 
and sword ; the halt, the maimed, the blind, 
always something melancholy. Our gov- 
erness was certfunly a victim to the pathetic 
fallacy. 

Now Mr. Glynn encouraged criticism and 
sympathised with our aversion from the 
fawn-coloured collection of dirges. Nay, 
S 
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"Which Introduces Us 

more ! He even went bo far as to send to 
that mysterious London, where he dwelt, for 
a gay green book in which the poems were 
easy to leam as their subject-matter was 
entrancing. He told Miss Goodlake that 
they were " quite new " and invited her opin- 
ion in such wise tiiat she was persuaded 
to substitute it for tiie other. Blessed 
littie book ! By its means a bit of our own 
garden was in some strange fashion "a 
fairiness," Paul would have called it, smug- 
gled indoors to lighten the heaviness of 
school hours ; and while we wandered with 
eager, expectant feet in " The Child's Gar- 
den of Verses," we learned to love the 
maker of it, as does every honest^iearted 
child who hears his voice. 

"It will be so good for her," said Blr. 
Glynn to moUier. " She is all passion and 
imagination, and London is simply acting 
as a hot-bed. She is developing far too 
fast." 

" What she wants is the society of chil- 
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dren of her own age, and a little whole* 
Bome nursery discipline. I toLl you you 
could never keep it up." 

Mr. Glynn gave a, big sigh taid followed 
mother out into the garden, saying, aa he 
went, " It 's a delight to be with the chicks 
here, I feel ten years younger already. 
They're such real children." 

"Oh, they're real enough," laughed 
mother, and they went out of earshot. 

During this conversation I had been 
curled up in the deep window of the hall 
readiog " Alice." Neither mother nor Mr. 
Glynn had remarked me, and as they were 
only paasii^ through on their way to tiie 
garden I had not thought it necessary to 
make my presence known. I sat still for a 
long time pondering over what I bad heard. 
I knew, of course, that our poet's daughter 
was coming to pay us a visit, but what did 
Mr. Glynn mean by saying tiiat Fiametta — 
for that waa the child's outlandish name — 
was " all passion " ? What a dreadful 
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child 1 I felt that Ab would be wiser not 
to fly mto any passkms here, for there was 
nurflel Paul was bad enough, she would 
certainly not stand another of thenu Again, 
what did he mean by saying that we were 
" real children" in that emphatic way? Of 
course we were. The more I heard of 
grown-up pet^le's cOTiversation the more it 
struck me that they were given to making 
perfectly obvious statements with a solemn 
pedantry that was exasperating. Mr. Glynn 
was more intelligent than most of them, 
but it waa evident that even he had bis 
limitations. I uncurled my long legs and 
descended from the window-seat that I 
might seek Harry and discuss with him the 
best means of checking Fiametta's evidently 
far too frequent outbursts. But Harry had 
gone to play cricket with the vicarage boys, 
so I returned to " Alice," and forgot Fia- 
metta entirely. 

That night as nurse was brushing my 
hair before I went to bed, Mr. Glynn came 
5 
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into the nursery. It was one of his pleaa- 
^it habits, — that he came to see us at all 
sorts of unexpected times. The sun, who 
did not go to bed anything like so early as 
' I, was shining stra^ht on my head, and 
Mr. Glynn, standing in the doorway, looked 
80 pleased. 

" Janey, you look just like a rosebud that 
has tumbled into the sun. Why do they tie 
up all that beautiful golden hair ? It *8 pos- 
itively wicked." 

Nurse brushed harder than ever as she 
remarked primly, "Miss Jane 'ave so much 
'air, sir, she 'd never be fit to be seen if it 
wasn't plaited." 

" Well, it 'b a shame, Janey, and mind 1 
no one is to tie up Fiametta*B hair. You 
might aa well be a pony going to the fair ! " 

" It *8 very hot when it 's all about my 
face," I gasped, nurse really was brushing 
80 hard. 

" Well, I 'm glad I 've seen it, anyway. 
There 'a the bell, I must run." 
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Our family vigorouslj cultivated the 
sterner virtues, and conddered the harden- 
ing process as essential to our welfare. It 
was only when I was with Mr. Glynn that 
I became less oonscious of my ni^y defects 
and realised that I, even I also, might be of 
some account. 

One day, coming into the schoolroom 
where I was all alone, practising the '* Merry 
Feasant," he came and stood behind me, 
laying hia kind hands on my shoulders. I 
felt his fingers t^hten as he said in such a 
queer voice, " Janey, will you be good to 
Fiametta? She is all I have. It is so 
hard to give her up even for one little 
month. If she is strange and unlike the 
rest of you, will you try to understand? 
Will you blame rm? It is all my fault. 
Will you be kind to her, Janey?" 

The " Merry Peasant *' and the piano 
faded far away, as I felt myself brought 
face to face with something strong and in- 
tangible and infinitely dear. He turned my 
7 
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face back to him, and thon^ e7ei3rthmg 
was 80 misty, my eyes were not so dim but 
that I could see that his were fnll of tears. 

" I will try/' I whispered. 

He took one of my stubby, grubby little 
bands and kissed it, saying *^I am quite 
happy now, Janey, for I know yon wHl 
keep your word." 

Then he went away, leaving me to prac- 
tise ihe " Merry Peasant," while deep down 
in my heart I vowed that I would stand by 
Fiametta even as Harry stood by me. I 
would be a "gentleman" to Fiametta — 
and to this day I can think of no higher 
stimdard of conduct. 

"Mind! Fiametta is not to have her 
hair tied up 1 " called our poet to me as he 
drove away from the ball door where we 
had all assembled to bid bim farewell. 

" I 'm glad he 's not a lecturing sort of 
man, like some of them," murmured Harry, 
whoi the carriage was out of sight. " He 's 
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a jolly decent sort of chap — if he w a 
poet," he added indulgently. 

"You see," said Paul, "he's not both 
lit'ry and scientific, that *9 the bad kind." 

" He did n't come to the society, he came 
to see us. It 's those society people — " and 
Harry groaned. 

Harry did not refer to the gay fashion- 
ables who are usually meant when one 
speaks of " society people " ; the association 
he had in his mind flourished in the neigh- 
bouring town under the name of *' Literary 
and Scientific Society." People coming to 
enlighten the members thereof had fre- 
quently stayed with us. Hence these tears. 

" He 'a going to Norway, you know, then 
Fiametta is coming to stay with us. I do 
wonder what she will be like ! " 

" She 'II be like every other girl you 've 
ever seen," Harry remarked, " I never can 
see any difference in girls." 

I felt the implied snub, but was too wise 
to pursue the subject. 
- — 9 
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FIAHETTA ABmVES 

Her eyes were like the ware within } 

Like water reeds the poiae 
Of her soft body, dainty tlun'; 

And like the water's noise 

Her plaintive voioe. 

D. G. Rosssm 

EVEN as I write I feel again the thump 
of my thick pig-tail on my back as 
I take the schoolroom stairs in a flying 
leap. A leap, which, while it sent the 
blood coursing through my veins in the 
joy of motion alwaya left me uncomfort- 
ably conscious that my legs and my frock 
were out of proportion, and that it was 
the legs which were to blame. A large 
hole in the knee of my stocking, aggres- 
sively conspicuous — and that in spite 
of a liberal application of schoolroom ink 
to the knee itself — only served to empha- 
10 
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Fiametta Arrives 

sise a refieiitfu] feeling we occasionally bore 
towards our own membera. Did they not 
take what seemed to be an irresponsible and 
malignant pleasure in getting us into trouble 
with the authorities f How else could one 
account for so many and unforeseen con- 
tingencies ? 

Three sever^ bumps followed mine, as 
the bojs with the egotism of their sex 
shouldered past me, having pulled me back 
by my hair, that they might be first to 
reach the red baize door leading to the hall, 
while three-year-old Lucy, fresh from ihe 
bands of nurse and reproachfully tidy, 
brought up the rear. 

Once collected on the door-step we stood 
in an expectant row awaiting the arriTal 
of that unknown, much surmised little girl 
with the strange, foreign name, whom the 
authorities kept warning us to treat ten- 
derly. Our mental attitude was, in conse- 
quence of these repeated warnings, coldly 
critical. We were not unprepared to diih 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

approve of the atranger thus thrust upon, 
us; mj promise to her father kept me 
sUent as to my forebodiuga, but there was 
little time to ventilate our opinions, for 
even as we arranged ourselves, the dog-cart, 
with mother upright and capable upon the 
box, bowled up the drive and our visitor 
was in our midst. 

There was no shyness in her greeting as 
she shook hands with us in what we in- 
stantly resented as a "grown-up sort of 
way." 

Let me look at you, Slametta, and try to 
picture you as you struck me that first 
afternoon 1 

A slim, brown child of ten, with oval 
face and curious parti-coloured hair; hair, 
that in its shadows was dark as the oak 
settle in the hall, and that the sunshine 
burnished into brightness, gleaming golden 
as the new brass harness of father's best 
cart-horse. 

All Fiametta's frocks were blue, an al- 
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most atmospheric blue, dark yet intense; 
they fell in soft lines about her body. She 
never wore stifE, starchy clothes like mine 
which when first put on would resemble 
the skirts of a ballet-dancer in their brevity 
and the abrupt angle they made with my 
waistbuid. Fiametta's frocks were certainly 
short, but they seemed to clothe her infinitely 
more than mine did me. I know now why 
it was. Then I was only conscious of 
an uncomfortable difference in our appear- 
ance, a difference as perplexing aa it was 
annoying. 

" Now, Janey, take your little friend and 
show her the schoolroom and the nursery 
and the room she is to share with you/' 
aaid mother; then, tumii^ to Fiametta, 
" You 'U soon feel at home here, my dear, 
and it will be nioe for you to have other 
children to play with." 

" Will it ? " asked Fiametta, dubiously, as 
mother drew me forward. I held out my 
hand to her in siloice and we climbed the 
18 
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front stairs together. Paul and Harry, who 
had been staring at the new-comer much as 
they had stared at the new Himalaya ram, 
departed tluxjugh the green baize door 
again to discuss events in leisured ease in 
the harness room. 

" What slippery stairs !• " exclaimed Fia- 
metta, clutching at me. " Don't you often 
fall down ? " 

" We hardly ever use these stairs, these 
are mother's." 

"How funny to have lots of separate 
stairs. We *ve only one where I live ; but 
then there *s only Baddie and me. Oh, what 
a pretty room I " 

I felt gratified. Fiametta had rushed 
to the open window and was hanging over 
the siU, burying her nose in the Gloire de 
Dijon roses that surroimded it. 

*' This is where we sh^ sleep. Here 's 
your bed and here 's mine." 

She drew her head in from the window 
and came to sit beside me on the bed. " My 
14 
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Daddie saja I shall love you," she remarked. 
Then, throwing her arms ronnd my neck — 
"and I hope I ahall. Please try to love 
me t " This time there was a timid ques- 
tioning ring in the voice which was appeal- 
ing. The boys were not there, so I kissed 
her and in token of my friendship volun- 
teered to show her my dolls. To my joy I 
foimd that she was sound on the subject of 
dolls, and had brought two with her, quite 
superior specimens rejoicing in names which 
at the time I made no attempt to pronounce. 

Presently nurse came to unpack Fia- 
metta's clothes. Lucy came too and pur- 
sued her silent investigation of our guest 
imquestioned, for Fiametta noticed her not 
atdl. 

She possessed what seemed to me an 
endless number of frocks ; most of them of 
the same soft, thin, woollen stuff she was 
wearing, ^id all of them blue, that curious 
blue. 

"Which is your Sunday frock, Miss?" 
15 
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asked nurse^ looking somewbat disapprov- 
inglj at the heap oi blue garments on the 
bed. 

" I don't wear a different frock on Sun- 
days to oUier days. Why should I ? " 

" Don't yon have a best frock and hat 
for church, Miss ? " nurse asked sharply. 

"I never go to church," Fiametta an- 
swered indifferently, " it bores Dad." 

Nurse gasped, whOe I felt a thrill of 
pleasant excitement and wished that Harry 
were present at these revelations. This 
visitor of oura was evidently full of sur- 
prises. 

" Toa '11 have to go to church here, Miss, 
anyway. I never heard of such a thing ! " 
and nxirse muttered angrily to herself aa 
she hung up the blue frocks in the big 
lavender-scented wardrobe. 

Fiametta, seated on the end of the bed 
swinging her slim feet and humming a 
tune, watched her unconcernedly as she 
said, "Oh, yes! I'll go to church here 
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witJi all of you. Dad said I 'd have to ; he 
went, and says it 's such a pretty church. 
You see it 's country here and ao one has 
more time for these things." 

Nurae turned and glared at this auda- 
cious child. " I think you 're as heathonish 
as your name ! " she exclaimed, and stalked 
out of the room. 

"What a strange person!" mused Fia- 
metta in a tone of polite wonder that was 
moat impressive. *'What did she mean 
about my name ? It is the beautiful name 
of a beautiful lady. I'm going to be a 
beautiful lady when I am grown up. I 
shall be a columbine, I think, or a fairy 
princesa." 

This calm assumption was unbearable, 
so I asked incredulously, " How do you 
know?" 

Fiametta smiled the conscioua smile of 
one who is the repoaitory of an agreeable 
aeoret. " My Daddie says so, and he knows 
all about that sort of thing because he is a 
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poet. He has written lots of poetry about 
me." 

" He wrote a poem about Lucy when he 
was here," I interrupted; f^metta must 
not think she was the only subject for 
poetry in the world. 

She turned to gaze long and earnestly at 
little fat Lucy, who lolled against the end 
of the bed sucking her thumb as she stared 
unwinkingly at our guest. Fiametta sighed, 
as who should say the ways of poets are 
past comprehending; then "with an air" 
she said, " ZWirf he ? How funny of Dad ! " 

I don't know why it was, but at that 
moment I felb a strong desire to slap Fi^ 
metta. 

Just then Miss Goodlake, who had an 
extravagant admiration for Mr. Glynn, 
came to be introduced to his daughter. I 
saw that she too was impressed by Fia- 
metta's manner, but it did not seem to 
annoy her. They talked together all tea- 
time in qtute company fashion, and after- 
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wards Fiametta went out with her to see 
the garden. Hany pulled me back as I 
was about to follow them. *' Let the kids 
go," he whispered, " stop here a minute and 
tell me what she 's like." 

" You saw." 

'' Oh, that 'b nothing ; that 's all swagger. 
What 's she really like ? " 

" I can't tell yet," I replied cautiously. 
** She 's not a bit shy, anyhow." 

" I should think she jnst is n't; why, she 
jawed away like a Tisitor." 

" Well, 80 she is." 

** You know very well what I mean. She 
seems a queer sort of kid, but I don't think 
she 'a the whiney-ptney sort." 

" Oh, no, I don't think she 's that kind." 

" Not like these vicarage g^ls t " 

Now the viciuage girls were particnlar 
friends of mine, so I resented the impUcar 
tion involved. In the heated argument that 
followed, we lost sight of the original sub- 
ject of our conversation, only to be recalled 

19 
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to it hy the reappearance of Fiametta her- 
self, to present to us sundry gifts wMch ber 
father had sent. Many-bladed knives for 
Harry and Paul, a lovely cow that " mooed " 
for Lucy, uid for me a little ivory purse 
with my initials in silver. No one but Mr. 
Glynn would have thought of sending me 
anything so beautiful; it was more beau- 
tiful than any even mother bad got, and as 
I looked at it I seemed to hear him saying, 
** If she is strange and unlike the rest of 
you, will you try to understand ?" I really 
did try; but of the two it was Fiametta 
who seemed most at ease. 

When we bad duly gloated over our gifts 
I escorted Fiametta " round the place " as 
father called it, and found her entbusiastio 
admiration very gratifying. As we rounded 
HtB last bend of the drive and came full 
upon the bouse standing four square and 
hospitable in its soft setting of gay garden 
and great elms, Fiametta stopped short and 
looked gravely at it lying before us in the 
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rt»7 erening light. Then Bhe said softly^ 
" What a friendly looking hoiwe I " 

For a moment I could not answer ; aud< 
denlj I felt a lump in mj throat, and un- 
bidden, wholly unexpected tears rushed to 
my eyes, as for the first time in my life I 
consciously realised how passionately dear 
to us was this same " friendly looking " 
house. Like most of Fiametta's criticisms, 
the words were curiously apt. A big, 
straggling, two-storied gabled house, " built 
onto " by some twenty generations of pros* 
perous, slow-thinking, kindly CKrsetshire 
squires, each one careful to disturb in no 
way the work of his forbears, yet each 
anxious in his turn to leave " the place " a 
Toonuer, more comfortable habitation than 
he had found it. Every window was big, 
stone muUioned, and in summer framed in 
fragrant vegetation. There was hardly a 
sqn^e foot of wall to be seen on the whole 
house, and from the scarlet gladness of 
japonica in May to the crimson glories of 
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the Virginia creeper in October, there was 
a continual succession of colour and sweet- 
ness the whole summer through. Frail, 
faithful monthly-roses often blooming at 
Christmas, while now, in June, wistaria, 
honeysuckle, and every sort of climbing- 
rose rioted over the walls striviog to pu^ 
their way through the ever-open windows, 
that they might make the house as beautiful 
inside as oat. 

We, none of us children, I mean, ever 
wanted to go away from the Court. On 
one occasion, after some illness, we had 
been taken by Miss Goodlake to a place 
known ever after in derision as the " silly 
seaside," where such sea as there was took 
its departing for hours together, leaving an 
immense expanse of evil-smelling mud in 
its stead ; where rooms were small and 
stuffy, and an '* out of doors," peopled by no 
kindly pastoral creatures other than certain 
ill-used-looking donkeys, held few charms 
for us. When we had been there a fort- 
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night father came down to see how we w^« 
getting on, and just as he arrived the sea 
"went home." 

All afternoon father walked ahout the 
heach and snifEed dubiously. At tea-time 
he remarked upon the curious smell to Miss 
Goodlake who explained that it was the 
•' ozone." 

Father gave &n indescribable grant. 
" That 's what you call it, is it ? Well, 
we 've a different name for it where I come 
from." And to our immense joy he took 
us all home next day. But this is a 
digression. 

As Fiametta and I reached the side door, 
which as children we always used, Paul ap- 
peared in his nightgown leaning out from 
a window overhead. " Listen I " he cried, 
" the Minster will sing in a moment ! " 

The tall clock in the hall struck eight, 
and forthwith into the scented stillness, 
across the sunset-lighted fields there floated 
a melody ! Note upon note of liquid sweet- 
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ness; harmonious thirds and fifths and 
plaintive threnodies ; the mellow sweetness 
of old bells ; the cathedral chimes. Four 
several songs they sang four times a day, 
that when men heard them busy folk might 
pause and thank Grod that He had set them 
in so goodly a country. 
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ONE SUNDAY 

Tlie Babbath p«ace is in the aliimbToua trees. 

W. E. Hbmlit 

"TT TELL, little blue maid ! are you com- 
V V ing to church with the others ? " 
It was jfather who spoke as Fiametta joined 
us ia the drive that sunny Sunday morning, 
her first with us. For answer, she thrust 
her little gloved hand into hia, and they 
walked away together in contented silence. 
Father, as he said of himself, was *' a man 
of few words " ; but Fiametta, although 
she had not been four and twenty hours 
amongst us, had already discovered that 
the big silent squire was a sure refuge for 
the troubled or perplexed. Even now, 
when in a market town I chance to see a 
broad-shouldered figure with trim gaiters 
and thick, square-toed boots, X seem to 
feel again the big warm hand close over 
25 
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mine, with that firm clasp, so infinitely 
reassuring. Through the haze of years it 
is not what my father said that I rememher 
80 much as the infinite comfort of his pres- 
ence. It was so safe and restful to be with 
father. 

There was a good deal to perplex Fiar 
metta and much to trouble us that Sunday 
morning. Our attempts at amusement 
during the past week had been unusually 
unlucky; never before had Miss Goodlake 
seemed so ubiquitous, or opportunities of 
getting wet and dirty so numerous. And 
now, with what I have heard a learned 
scientist describe as " the innate malevo- 
lence of inanimate objects," Harry was in 
disgrace because an abominable fence had 
retained the seat of his Eton trousers not 
half an hour ^o, and he was walking 
shamefaced in week-day garb with mother. 
Moreover the first really lovely day that 
summer was Sunday. Truly the ways of 
Providence are inscrutable! 
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An all-too-short five mmates brought us 
to the church porch, where we stood to 
watch the sunshine silTering the distant 
Severn till the bell ceased clan^g. Then 
into the cool darkness of the grey old 
church, to note with wistful eyes the golden 
patch of gravel-path seen through the open 
door. 

Our seat was set sideways just below the 
pulpit. This position, and the fact that we 
had to turn roimd, one behind the other, in 
a long tail, during the creed, filled me with 
modest pride. It gave distinction to the 
fanuly — we and the choir being the only 
worshippers so placed as to render such 
change of pose necessary. In childhood 
any opportunity for movement is a thing 
to be thankful for, and for the position of 
our pew we thanked the Fates. 

At first Fiametta, who sat with me at 

the end of the seat near the centre aisle, 

was much interested. I found her places 

for her and she followed the service with 

27 
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commendable attention. But imf ortmiatelj 
it wafi a Litany Sunday, and the incessant 
" We besich Thee to yer ua good Lard " 
seemed to get on Fiametta's nerves. First, 
she rose from her knees and sat down. 
Then in spite of warning tugs from me 
she stood right up murmiunng pleadingly, 
" Oh, not again I Oh, not again ! " Finally, 
to my horror, she pattered gaUy down the 
aisle and out through the open door into 
the sunshine, where she paused. 

Breathless I leant over the end of the 
pew to see what she would do next. Father 
slept peacefully in his oomer as he always 
did during the Litany. Mother knelt with 
her face buried in her hands, repeating the 
responses in her intense, low voice. Harry 
and Paul turned right round, peering be- 
tween the bent shoulders of our neighbours 
to see what had happened. And a good 
many other people turned too. 

Once in the sunshine Fiametta stood 
quite still, but she neret looked round. 
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Suddenly she threw her arms over her head. 
There was a swirl of blue draperies, a gleam 
of bkck silk stockings, as, with a swiftness 
bom of long practice, Ae turned Catherine- 
wheels on the path till she vanished from 
' our sight. 

The choir, who saw what I saw, faltered 
in their next " We besich Thee," while 
the parson endeared himself to us forever- 
more by turning very red and choking. 
From that day we felt that there was a 
deal of hiunan nature in parson. Paul, 
who had watched the whole proceeding 
with great interest and admiration, tamed 
to me amazed and gasping, to whisper 
"Didn't her do it well?" When Paul 
was excited he always relapsed into the 
vemacuhur. Kven the Litany on a hot 
Sunday morning cannot last forever, and 
when mother at length lifted her head, 
it waa to discover that one of her flock 
was missing. 

" Is Fiametta ill ? " she whispered to me, 
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leaning across the boys. " Why did n't you 
go after her or tell me ? " 

" Oh, she 's not ill," whispered Harry in 
return. " She 'a gone because she was tired 
of it." Mother frowned but looked rather 
relieved all the same. 

Sometimes I wonder if the vicar knew 
how anxious we were to follow Fiametta, 
for the sermon was miusually short We 
had to wake father. 

Once outside the churchyard gates we 
children tore across the Tillage green past 
the old runic cross standing where three 
roads meet, and into our own drive, where 
we found Fiametta wheeling six dolls in the 
gardener's wheelbarrow. 

"What did you bolt out of church 
for?" demanded Harry sternly. It was 
annoying to think that she should hare 
been thus disporting herself while we were 
cooped up in church. 

" I was getting essasperated," she re- 
joined in that cool, superior tone which so 
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" essasperated " us, " and my Daddie says 

that when you are essasperated it ia safest 
to go away ; bo I went." 

" Will you pitchypolo again T " aaked 
Paul insinuatingly. " You do it aa nice as 
the clown in Powell's circus." 

** It 's quite easy — see ! " And again 
the lithe, active blue figure flung itsell 
into the ambient air, and over, over, f^ain 
and again, tUl she alighted at mother's 
feet just as that lady was entering the 
drive gate. 

" My dear child I You really must not 
do that. It is all very well for boys, 
but for a little girl — You quite shock 
me I " 

Mother certainly looked shocked. Father 
said nothing, but his eyes twinkled as he 
stood with his hands in hia pockets leaning 
against the gate post. 

" My Daddie taught me to do it," said 
Fiametta, in an offended tone. " We used 
to do it on wet Sundays in Mr. Raymond's 
81 
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Btudio. He said it 'a good exercise, and I 
can do it so fast that my skirts never fall 
over my head — never at alL" 

This was true. 

Mother was plainly in a dilemma ; much 
as she disapproved of any girl turning 
catbeTin&-wheel8, she even more strongly 
disapproved of seeming to criticise Mr. 
Glynn to his own daughter, so she said 
gently, " Well, dear, don't do it on Sunday 
here ; and why did you go out of church 
before the service was finished? You 
mustn't do tiiat." 

"I was tired. I'm not used to such 
long churches. Tou slept," she added, 
turning to father, "I heard you." 

No member of our family had ever dared 
so much as to suggest to father that he 
occasionally snored in church. He turned 
very red and taking one hand out of bis 
pocket slapped bis leg exclaiming, "God 
bless my soul ! Why ever did n't somebody 
wake me ? " 

S2 
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''It was a Y&cy little noise," said Ela- 
metta consolingly ; " it did n't matter." 

" Go and get ready for lunch, children ! " 
said mother after a pause, during which 
Uie united gaze of the family 1^ been 
centred upon Fiametta. We turned to go, 
hut she took father's hand and laid it 
ag^nst her cheek, saying, "Was it tm- 
kind of me to say you slept ? I never will 
i^ain, for I love you." 

Father stooped down hastily and kissed 
her, saying, " There, little maid ! There ! " 

It was a good deal for father to say ; and 
Fiametta seemed perfectly satisfied, for at 
limch she was not in the least subdued but 
chattered incessantly the whole time. After 
Imich we all went to sit in the schoolroom, 
for the rain came down in torrents. Miss 
Goodlake had a class in the Smiday school, 
so we were left to amuse ourselves with 
books ; for on Sundays all games, save 
those invented and played in secret, were 
forbidden. 
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'* Of an the beaatly books that ever 'were 
written, this is the beastliest!" exclaimed 
Harry, slamming the oSending volimie down 
on the schoolroom table ; " why on earth 
we should only be allowed to read that 
old Maria Edgeworth on Sundays I can't 
think. It's bad enough that two of ua 
ahould be called after her idiotic children 1 " 

"What's it about?" asked . Fiametta, 
who was sitting at the open window sniff- 
ing the roses. 

" Oh, about two miserable kids who always 
wanted to know useful things about ther- 
mometers and sundials and gages and g'og- 
raphy ; and people always answer 'em in 
the long-windedest jawing fashion, and 
they 're as pleased aa punch, and then we 're 
told that they were so * intelligent * — 
Httle beasts ! " and Harry thmnped the table 
again with mother's cherished copy of 
" Harry and Lucy." " There 's only one 
book I hate worae thfm this," he continued, 
" and that 'fl ' Frank ' ! " 
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Paul, seated on the floor in a corner with 
a heavy calf-bound book upon hia knee, 
lifted his head at the noise. 

" You can read the Bible. It 'a interest- 
ing enough — lots of fighting and killing I " 
and down went his head again. 

No one knew exactly how Paul had learnt 
to read. I don't think he knew himself. 
He had seined to read as other children 
speak, — bj instinct; and he read every 
thing he came across with an entire absorp- 
tion that was rather irritating to the rest 
of us. 

" It does n't seem quite the thing to read 
the Bible for pleasure, just as if it was a 
story book," Harry said sententiously. 

But Paul made no answer, for he wan- 
dered with Ezekiel '* in the midst of the 
valley which was full of bones." In the 
silence which followed Harry's last remark 
we heard him muttering " Come from the 
four winds, breath, and breathe upon 
these slain, that they may live." 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

"Bead it out," commanded Fiametta. 
" It is poetry. My Daddie often says it to 
me." 

How vivid are some pictures of the past ! 
I see the dear, shabby old schookoom with 
the square stone-mullioned window, through 
which the roses thrust their gracious heads, 
their scent mingling with that of the freshly 
moistened earth. I hear the soft patter of 
the summer rain in subdued accompaniment 
to the grave child-voice of my little brother 
as he reads. Harry laid his head down on 
his arms to listen. Fiametta, wide-eyed as 
one who sees a vision, held my hand so 
tight that I almost cried out. 

"And the heathen shall know that I, 
ihe Lord, do sanctify Israel, when my sanct- 
uary shall be in the midst of them for- 
evermore." 

Paul's voice ceased, and for a full minute 
there was no sotmd in the room. Then 
Fiametta si^ed, shook her hair back from 
her face, and whispered, " Forevennore." 
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Paul scrambled up from the floor and 
laid his big shabby Bible on the sheH, crying 
gaUy, "It's stopped raining, let's go and 
get father to come round to the stables ! " 

In another minute the schoolroom was 
deserted; for to walk with father "round 
the place" on Sunday afternoon, was the 
one form of Sabbatarian exercise which we 
whole-heartedly approved. 

Mother always came to see us in bed on 
Sundays. She went to the little ones every 
night to hear them say their prayers, but 
Harry and I were considered old enough to 
manage without mother ; besides, we went 
to bed just as she went to dinner. On 
Sundays, however, she came to hear us re- 
peat such hymns and portions of Scripture 
as we had learned during the week. 

With some complacency I repeated the 
whole of the famous chapter on Charity 
without a mistake. She kissed me and 
turning to Fiametta who was sitting on 
the bed, her long arms clasped round her 
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knees, aaked, " Can you say a hymn for me, 
dear?" 

Fiametta unclasped her arms and stand- 
ing upright on her bed said graciously, - 
" I wiU say you one of my Daddie's favoui^ 
ites. I 'm afraid I may forget it if I don't 
say it out sometimes." 

Then she began and the "hymn" she 
recited was Rossetti's ** Blessed Damozel." 
My knowledge of poetry was extremely 
limited and I had never heard any poetry 
in the least like that. I understood but 
litde of it, yet the passionate cadences ol 
ate child's voice thrilled me. 

•• ' There wUl I ask of Christ, the Lord, 
Thus mach for him Kod me ; 
Only to live &s once on earth 

With love, — only to be, 
Ab ttien awhile, forever now 
Toge&er, I and he.' " 

Her voice broke and I knew that she was 
thinking of her father, even though at 
the moment she herself was the Blessed 
Damozel. 
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The last vibrating echoes of the young 
voice died away and mother said gravely, 
" Thank you, my dear. It is a very beauti- 
ful poem, but I should hardly call it a 
hymn ! " 

"Perhaps not," said Fiametta indiffer- 
ently, " most hymns are rather dull and 
often very bad verse." 

Mother kissed her, and somewhat hastily 
bade us good-night. Somehow grown-up 
people showed less anxiety to instruct 
Fiametta tJian the rest of us. 

As mother closed the door a sfiiall figure 
crept from behind the towel-rail, exclaiming, 
"Oh, say it all again, every bit, and I'll 
give you my white rat ! " 

It was Paul. Across the passage he had 
heard what — from its length — he concluded 
was some sort of a " story," and had noise- 
lessly crept in to enjoy what I have long 
since come to look upon as a piece of con- 
summate artistry. 

" Come onto my bed axid I '11 say it for 
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you without any white rats," said Fiametta 
magnanimously. " You should see the pic- 
tures of her I — I'm rather Kke her," she 
added complacently. " I shall be exactly 
like her when I am grown up ! " 

Paul opened his great eyea and ^ook his 
head, saying, " I don't believe she had pie- 
bald hair, anyway. I think she was like 
the fah PeraiaD in your blue book." 

'• Well, I 've seen her portrait, lots of her 
portraits, and you haven't, so I ought to 
know," said Fiametta in a huffy voice. 

" And is she like you ? " jeered Paul, " is 
she a skinny little brown — " Paul finished 
his sentence on the floor, for Fiametta, 
" essasperated," had given him a violent 
push; the thud, together with the raising 
of Paul's voice, brought nurse, who indig- 
nantly marched him off to bed. 

To get up at n^ht to look at the sky 

seemed to me an astonishing thing to do. 

It was one more example of what Paul 

called Fiametta's " curousness." That first 

40 
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Sunday night, quite contraiy to custom, I 
awoke; perhaps because the moon was 
shining full on my face. 

Fiametta was standing at the open win- 
dow apparently talking to herself, — or waa 
it to herself ? 

I lay still and listened. She seemed to 
be apostrophising some one far away, and 
presently I discovered that she was holding 
an imaginary conversation with her father. 

" Dear Dad I " she said, " you cMi't see the 
sky to-night, because the mm shines all the 
time where you are, that 'a why you thought 
it would not be good for me. But I can see 
the kind moon and the patient stars and I 
love you. I wish you were here to rub 
your beard against my face. Such a fimny 
beard you 've got I " Her voice broke and 
I saw the tears on her cheeks shining in 
the moonlight. I jumped out of bed and 
ran to the window, saying ahyly, " Are you 
homesick, Fiametta ? " 

She cuddled up agfunst me. " I want my 
41 
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Daddie, Janey, tiiat 's all. Wd always look 
at the sky together ; night is such a beauti- 
ful time. It 'b Tery beautiful here because 
there are scents, and hnshified sounds as 
well." 

"Are you never afraid at night?" I 
asked with a little shiver, the garden 
and the drive looked so ghostly and un- 
familiar, the shrubbery so vast and impen- 
etrable. 

" No t I love the night time, Grod takes 
extra care of us then. Listen ! this is what 
my Daddie likes me to say to him when we 
look at the stars together." 

" Is it poetry ? " I asked anxiously. Fia- 
metta seemed to be able to repeat volumes 
and volumes of poetry, and in the middle 
of the night my flesh was weak. 

" Yes, it 's poetry, though I suppose you 'd 
call it 'Bible verses,' but I sha'n't say it 
now," and Fiametta drew herself out of my 
embrace. 

"Don't you think," I asked meekly, 
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" that we had better get back into our 
beds?" It was unfortunate to have of- 
fended Fiametta, but a worse thing might 
befall. 

"All right/' she said with surprising 
docility, " Dad said I was n't to expect too 
much of you, so I won't." 

What could Mr. Glynn have meant ? 

With a bunch of honeysuckle crushed 
against her face Fiametta was soon quite 
quiet in her little white bed. But I was 
unused to these nocturnal musings, and it 
was long before I could settle into a 
comfortable position ; things puzzled me. 
Just as I was dropping o£E to sleep Fiametta 
called out, " Janey I What 's piebald ? " 

Paul's speech still rankled. 
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PAUL'S PILGRIMAGE 

Once on a time 

There wm a little boj: a master-mage 

Bj Tirtue of a book of magic — O, lo ma|^cal it filled 

Hifi life inth Tisionarj pompa 

Proceuionall And Powers 

Passed with him where he passed. And Thronea 

And DominatioDB, glaired and plumed and mailed, 

Thronged in the criss-cross streets. 

The palaces pell-mell with playing-fields, 

Domes, cloisters, dongeons, cBTems, tents, arcadea, 

Of the unseen, silent city, in his soul 

Pavilioned jealouslj, and hid 

As in the dusk, profound. 

Green stillnesses of some eitohant«d men. 

W. E. HSKtET 

« T^AUL isn't a bit good looking," Fia- 
X metta said one day, " but he has got 

the kind of face you wadt to look at again. 

I wonder how it is ! " 

Other people wondered the same thing, 

but the fact remained that Paid attracted 

attention. He was ** noticed " and by 
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people who were by no means fond of 
children as a rule. Like Fiametta, he did 
not know what shyneBS meant. He looked 
the whole world in the face, and the world 
looked back at him and smiled. Perhaps 
it was because his world was so entirely of his 
own creating that it wore for him so pleas- 
ant an aspect. Life, for him, meant one 
long pageant which could never under any 
circumstances become monotonous because 
it was so full of surprises. From bis very 
babyhood the Angel-Playmate had wan- 
dered with him hand in band. At three 
years old he informed us that be went every 
day to a " magic place " where there " was 
no uannas and all kinds of fruits ripe at 
the same time." 

It appeared that every afternoon after 
nursery dinner, when he was put to bed for 
a siesta, there came a balloon to the night 
nursery window, into which be stepped and 
was promptly wafted to his '* magic place." 
There be enjoyed himself exceedingly for 
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an hour or so, returning the way he had 
gone. 

I was four years older than Paul, and 
inclined to be influenced by Harry's scepti- 
cism; yet tiie tale was most convincing, 
uid no amount of cross-questioning dis- 
covered any discrepancies in his evidence. 
At last Harry, who was notbiog if not 
practical, exclaimed, ''But there are bars 
in front of the nursery window!" 

"I can squeege froo ve bars and ve 
balloon waits for me outside." 

Off we hurried with Paul to the night 
nursery to put this statement to the test 
With some difficulty he climbed onto the 
deep window seat, and thence out onto 
l^e window ledge. 

It was quite true ; he could get through 
the bars. He always was a thin little boy, 
waa Paul I 

Just as he had accomplished this feat, ' 
and was standing grinning at us trium- 
phantly from the outside, mother opened 
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the door which &ced the window. For a 
minnte she stood quite still, and her face 
Heemed very white; then she crossed the 
room to the window, saying quietly, " Come 
in again, Baby, and let mother see how you 
do it." 

Paul "sqneeged" through the way he 
had gone out and mother canght him in 
her arms, exclaiming, " My little son I O 
my little son I" but she did not scold 
him. 

That afternoon more bars were put in 
front of both nursery windows so that even 
the thinnest little boy could not " squeege 
froo." 

On asking !^ul somewhat derisively how 
that would affect his magic place, he an- 
swered cheerfully, " Oh, ve baUoon can get 
froo all right, and it comes for me just ve 
same. But it only holds <me.*' 

I suppose that we were what is called 
*' strictly brou^t up " ; that is to say we 
had to do what we were told or punishment 
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followed disobedience as surely as bedtime 
followed nursery tea. We had stated 
times for appearing downstairs, uid were 
expected upon all occasions to use the back 
staircase. Harry and I were not partic- 
ularly enterprising children, and up to 
Paul's arrival had passed our time in monot- 
onously virtuous peace, content with such 
excursions into the unlawful as occurred to 
our by no means vivid imaginations. But 
from the moment that Paul began to walk 
the possibilities of wrong-doing increased 
tenfold, and we seemed bom to trouble as 
the sparks fly upward. He was, nurse said» 
the naughtiest and most " mishtiful " baby 
she had ever held in her arms. Whenever 
anything displeased him he roared and 
beat whatever happened to be within reach. 
If reproved at meals he flung bia plate 
upon tiie floor, and when lifted down, pre- 
paratory to being put in the comer, he 
danced upon the fragments. From his 
earliest articulate moments bis powers of 
48 
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vituperation were surprising, and with Paul 
action invariably followed close upon the 
word ; and yet, between the storms, he 
was ^e sunniest soul alive, and there was 
no doubt that in her heart of hearts nurse 
loved him even better than the placid 
Lucy. 

When Paul discovered that he could read 
— and, as I said before, reading seemed to 
come to him as speech comes to ordinary 
children — he became less " mishtiful," but 
more than ever given to pretendings. He 
also infected us to such an extent that we 
all three lived in a world where marvellous 
happenings were to be looked for as regu- 
larly as the nursery meals. One day, soon 
after he could spell through " Dick Whitt- 
ington," in a gorgeously illustrated " Toy 
Book," Paul was armisBing. 

Nurse had taken Lucy, then in the long- 
clothes stage, for a walk ; we never joined 
in these perambulations if we could possibly 
help it, and on this occasion we were 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

allowed to remain behind to work in our 
gardens. Paul had a garden, but in spite 
of his frequent assertions that he would be 
a larmer when he was " growed up/' his 
notions of horticulture were rather chaotic. 
However, he started to work beside ua. 
Having pulled up by the roots hia few re- 
maining plants to see how they were pro- 
gressing, the labour of putting them back 
struck him as unnecessary uid uninterest- 
ing, and it occurred to him it would be 
more exciting to " seek his fortune." He 
did not harrow our feelings by bidding us 
farewell, but went off quietly, and as Harry 
and I were engaged in extensive alterations 
we never missed him. 

A few days before, he had accompanied 
lather on some business he had at the Docks ; 
BO having seized upon the smallest and 
lightest kitten (he had tried tlie cat " but 
she hfuiged over so and were so heavy") 
to complete his r^emblance to the great 
Whittington, he umply followed the river. 
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Two miles, long winding miles, by field 
and water-meadow, aeems a long walk to a 
lonely little boy, however big his purpose ; 
but country children are used to run about 
aH day, and when they are tired the kind 
earth nurses them on her lap till they are 
rested. Paul sat down from time to time, 
lor the day was hot and the kitten was 
hot " and very mewey." At last he came 
to the beginning of the Docks just as a 
big bell was clanging, and the workmen 
were hurrying to their dinner. Paul leaned 
against a capstan till the ''crowd had 
passed," and the great ships lay silent in 
the hot midday sun. Then he toddled 
on till he came to what he afterwards 
described as a " lower ship, wivout masts," 
where a man sat in the bows eating bread 
and cheese. 

The sight of the bread and cheese re- 
minded Paul of dinner time, and for a mo- 
ment he wavered. Then he tucked the 
ever-slipping kitten more firmly imder his 
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arm, and strode — I know he strode — 
forward to the edge of the wharf. 

" Do you want a cabin-boy ? " he asked of 
the cheese-eating man. 

The man took a large mouthful and 
looked at Paul ; then he said slowly as he 
munched, *' I don't know as I do, — not 
partic'lur. "Was you thinking of trymg for 
the pleace ? " 

" I want to seek my fortune," Paul an- 
swered firmly. 

*'0h, you does, do you? Well, you come 
aboard and we 'U see if as it can be done." 

The captain (Paul always called him 
" the captain ") of the " Lighter Llanthony " 
reached over for Paul and the kitten, and 
they trod the deck together, for Paul was 
as glad to put that kitten down as the kit- 
ten was to breathe freely once more. 

"/Be you 'ungry ? " demanded the captain. 

" Can I sweep or clean anything for my 
dinner ? " Paul asked anxiously, to show 
that he was "a honest boy." 
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The captain made the *' curiouBeBt noise ** 
in his throat, and slapped his leg. All Gar- 
setshire people slap their leg when their 
feelings OTercome them. Then he scratched 
his chin and stared at Paul, who was won- 
dering whether Uie fact that the strap of 
his shoe lacked a button and flapped in 
an nntidy fashion, would go agimist him, 
the batton having come off during his 
pDgrinuge. 

"Supposii^ US do *aTe a bit o' ntmch 
fust ? " said the mui at last. 

" He was a nice man," said Paul after- 
wards. " He gave me water in a can^ and 
it tasted so good of tar, and he gave me 
ever such a piece of cheese I Oh, it was 
good!" 

Presently two gentlemen, walking on the 
wharf, stopped just opposite the " Lighter 
Lluithony," and Paul affably remarked to 
his host, " There 's Sir William." 

Sir William heard the clear little voice, 
and turned with some curiosity to see who 
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it was that recognised him. Like every- 
body else he had "noticed" Paul whenever 
he came to out house, and bis big deer- 
hound, Brenda, was one of Paul's most in- - 
timate friends, — she had already leapt 
lightly on board to greet him. 

" What on earth are you doing here, you 
youngster?" bawled Sir William, hurrying 
after his dog. 

Paul began to have misgivings. Other 
people might not share the delicacy of 
his host in the matter of asking ques- 
tions. 

" 'E be come for to seek 'is fartuu," said 
tiie captain gravely, as he lounged over in 
the direction of the inquiring voice. " 'E *ve 
brought 'is cat along ! " 

Paul, sitting tight on a coil of rope, lay 
low, like Brer Babbit, and said nothing. But 
Sir William grasped the situation in a flash. 
He was not so old or so stout as to have 
forgotten his classics, so be, too, slapped 
his leg and laughed a jolly laugh as he 
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cried, " Thrice Lord Mayor of London, 
hey?" 

The captaio of the " Lighter Llanthony " 
went ashore and had quite a long converea- 
tion with Sir WUliam, " and they laughed 
a lot," Paul said in rather an injured voice. 
But Brenda lay down on the deck beside 
Paul, and put her nose on his lap, sniffing 
indulgently at the kitten who was mewing 
more dismally than ever, for it was long past 
her dinner time, and she had no opinion of 
tarry water nor yet of bread and cheese. 

The end of it all was, that just as mes- 
sengers were prepiuing to scour the country 
in search of Paul, Sir William drove up 
with him on the front seat of the dog-cart, 
a limp, dejected-looking kitten seated on 
his lap. 

During his conversation with father and 
mother Sir William slapped his leg more 
than once. We watched their parleying 
from the orchard, where we had been sent 
to play. 
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Paul waa regarded aa Bomething of a 
hero until after tea, when the woald-be Dick 
Whittington was borne wailing to bed. 

We none of na went to seek our fortune 
for some time after that. 
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To bam sunh leUlad riawi. 

Amok. 

" ly^'ISS LUCY be the very moral o' 
iVX squoire," said the household. She 
was absolutely and serenely good-tempered, 
calm and deliberate jn all her small doings, 
vith big moon face and grave grey eyes, 
which, on occasion, looked absurdly like 
father's. 

There was no doubt about it, she was 
more like father than any of the rest of us. 
She always knew her own mind and her 
loves were decided and unswerving. I don't 
think she disliked any living thing, and 
certainly the inhabitants of that sunshiny 
small world wherein she dwelt responded 
to her affection. Even the grim gardener. 
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" old and serious, brown and big," relaxed 
his gaardianship of the peaches when Lucy 
toddled down the trim path by the south 
wall, caught his gnarled hand in both her 
own, saying, persuasively, "Give Lucy a 
nice wipe peatz ? " 

But the gardener was not Lucy's great- 
est friend. No whit behind the rest of 
us in selecting one person for special adora- 
tion, her choice had fallen upon Button, 
the old coachman, and her regard was fully 
returned. 

Their mutual devotion was the odder in 
that Button was by no means a genial per- 
Bon, nor was he at all given to lenient 
judgments where children were concerned. 
He always spoke of Harry and Paul as 
"miahtiful young varmints," and of me 
aa " a sad tomboy of a maid." He taught 
us all to ride, and was very strict and 
grumpy during the process ; hit Harry and 
Paul over the legs with his crop if he saw 
any daylight, and offended Fiametta so 
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deeply on the one occasion he took her out 
on the pony, that she positively declined to 
mount again. He was a portly, masterful 
person, who always spoke of " my 'orses," 
and " my kerridges " ; in fact, it was years 
before it dawned upon us that any member 
of the family ever rode or drove except by 
&vour of Button, and, considering his im- 
posing and unapproadiable omnipotence, we 
thought it quite surprising that he allowed 
it as often as he did. 

Pour generations of Duttons had been 
coachman at the Court, and it was some- 
thing of a grief to the present holder of 
that post, that his only son was a sergeant- 
major in a cavalry regiment in far R&l- 
Findi, who showed no desire to return to 
t^e family profession. He was, however, 
immensely proud of this son, and when we 
wanted to roast potatoes at the harness- 
room fire, we used to go and ask tenderly 
after the welfare of " Major Button " — 
dropping the sergeant — and the old man 
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almost always tmbent Bufficiently to allow 
the feast to take place. 

Fresh-coloured, clean and trim, whether 
in his wrinkleleas livery and top-boots, — 

" . . . The br&yest tops 
That muket-town, a town of tops, could Bhow," 

or in a stable jacket, or even in his turned- 
back, whitest of shirt-sleeves, he was the 
smartest-looking coachman I have ever had 
the luck to behold. And father said that 
he knew more about horses than any " vet " 
in the home counties. 

The other servants always spoke of him 
as " Mr. Dutton " ; grooms and stable boys 
cringed and trembled before him, and we, 
with the exception of Lucy, regarded him 
with a sort of respectful dislike, greatly 
mixed, however, with admiration. " He 
was 80 pompshus." 

Docile and obedient in every other 
respect, Lucy could not be kept away 
from any sort of animal within touching 
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distance; pigs, cows, horses, had for her 
an irresistible fascination, and to be in Uie 
neighbourhood of any such without pro- 
ceeding to " stloke " them was to her im- 
possible. She was absolutely without fear, 
and no amount of reprimands or warnings 
had any sort of effect. One day, just as 
she bad learned to wtJk, nurse brought her 
into the stable yard to give a message to 
Dutton. The foninalaU stable door was 
open, for Dutton was inside; se^g this, 
Lucy broke from nurse and ran strait in 
among the horses' feet before any one real- 
ised what she was going to do. Of course 
nurae screamed and dashed after her, but 
Dutton had already picked her up from 
under the hind legs of a particularly livdy 
young ** riding 'ack" father had recently 
bought for mother. Dutton's face was 
white as his whiskers, but he waved nurse 
off, exdaimiug, " Now don't you go for to 
frighten the hinlant. I '11 take 'er round 
tbe 'orses, an' by and by she'll ride as 
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Btr^ht as the missuB, for she '11 never 
know fear ! Don't you go arscreechin' and 
putting false idees iuto this hinfant's 'ed ! 
'AH the chUdring 's made nervous." 

So Lucj was carried round the stables 
there and then, and allowed to " stloke " 
the horses to her heart's content, whereupon 
she conceived a violent love for Dutton, 
and that night wept and refused to go to 
bed until he came and stood in the stable 
yard and waved to her. So that it became 
an established custom for Dutton, if at 
home, to stand and wave a farewell to 
Lucy, as she waa carried to bed at dx. 
One staircase window looked oat over the 
yard, and there nurse had to take her 
sUmd with Lucy in her arms, while Dut- 
ton, the dignified, waved like a schoolboy, 
and Lucy blew kisses to him in rapturous 
recognition. 

On winter mghts the shining of tiie 
stable lamps contented her. 

Nurse, like the rest of the servants, 
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regarded Dutton with conedderable awe, so 
that when he cconmanded her to bring the 
" hinfant " to him on the very next Sunday 
morning while the family were at church, 
she never dreamt of disobeying, or even of 
consulting mother aa to the propriety of 
8uch a course. Thus it came about that 
Lucy and Dutton spent every Sunday 
morning together, when he would carry her 
into all the stables, seat her on every horse 
in turn, make her hold out a lump of sugar 
on a wee flat palm to such amiable old 
horses as were thoroughly trustworthy, 
finally taking her for a ride on Fanny, the 
Shetland pony, to visit Mrs. Dutton at 
their cottage ; and we envied her this last 
treat most of all. 

Mrs. Dutton was one of those rare per- 
sons who instinctively, at the right mo- 
ment, and without any fusa, divine that 
hungry travellers find seed cake very sus- 
taining; that bread and dripping eaten 
secretly in a tool-bouse may, on a wet 
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{rfternooQ, raise such wayfarers to a pin- 
nacle of happiness unattainable on days of 
common fineness; that when a jacket is 
turned inside out, and a hat lacking a brim 
is pulled well over the ears, the wearer of 
Buch habiliments is di^uised, and greatly 
appreciates being mistaken for a regular 
mendicant and regarded with suspicion, 
which he finally disarms to the extent of 
obtaining a cruet of very dry bread j that 
maidens wearing handkerchiefs instead of 
hats hare without fail travelled from a 
far country, and in thirsty weather find a 
glass of raspberry vinegar between them 
singiilarly refreshing. All this and more * 
did Mrs. Datton realise, and her jam and 
her dripping were incomparable. But even 
more than her jam and her dripping and 
her thrice excellent crumbly biscuits with 
car*way seeds, did we appreciate her wel- 
come. She was always glad to see any of 
us, even on washing day, when she would 
point to the many large garments hanging 
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OB the line, exclaiming proudly, "He do 
wear as many body clothes in a week 
as a gentleman, do Dutton ! " and we won- 
dered why an extravagance by no means 
encouraged in us was considered so praise- 
worthy in him. I mooted the question to 
Hwry, who, with a wisdom beyond his 
years, said sagely, ** Ah, if we had a wife 
like Mrs. Dutton things would be quite 
different." 

One Sunday, for some reason or other, 
Paul was permitted to accompany Lucy on 
her rounds with Dutton, and from what 
Paul said he was much more approachable 
in these shirt-sleeved, softer moments. They 
discussed -high questions, such as whether 
there would be any horses in heaven, and 
Dutton boldly gave it forth as his opinion 
that "the Lord wouldn't never go and 
make such a lot of decent gentlemen miser- 
able as they 'd be if there were n't none ; 
not to say nothing of them as has most to 
do with 'orses. Look at me, now," said 
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Dutton, arranging Lncy'a arm more com- 
fortably roraid his neck ; " what would I do 
a-playin' on a 'arp more than a hour or so 
at a time ? No, Master Paul, I believe as 
there will be 'orses for them as loves 'orses, 
only they '11 all be thoroughbreds, and none 
of 'em '11 'ave any vice." 

*' Then do you think the horses that are 
here now will go to heaven, or will they all 
be new ones, kind of Angel-horses ? " asked 
Paul, who liked to come to definite condo* 
sions upon every subject. 

Now, it is not unlikely that Dutton had 
heard of Whjrte-Melville ; anyway, he said, 
" There *8 many a 'orse I 'd rather meet in 
'Evin than lots of 'umana I 've known, an' 
X don't see why not; but there. Master 
Paul, we none of us knows. They 're 'ere 
anyway, an' that's good enough for the 
likes of you an' me." 

"Are you fond of sermons, Dutton?" 
asked Paul, anxious to discover as much as 
possible of Dutton's views on things in 
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general while he caught him in so afEable a 
mood. 

" Well, not to say fond, Master Paul, I Ve 
no objection to 'em in moderation, but you 
can't be rare of 'em ; why, the very finest 
Bermon as I ever 'card was preached on 
Brookthorpe Green by a man as were took 
up next day for stealin' bacon." 

At the mention of bacon, Lucy suggested 
they should go and see the pigs over at the 
bailiffs little farm; so the three strolled 
through the orchard to that end. 

" Why d' you like Lucy so much better 
than the rest of us?" asked Paul, the 
inquisitive. 

Dutton stopped and held Lucy out from 
him like the black kitten in the last chap- 
ter of "Alice Through the Looking^lass " ; 
she thought it was a new kind of game, and 
kicked her fat legs joyously. 

" Why d' you like Dutton, my pretty ? " 
he asked. 

Lucy, still sue^iended in mid-air, stretched 
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out her arma to him, exclaiming, with a 
world of love in her baby voice, *' 'Caiise 
I do, I loves him." 

"There, Master Paul, that's it, 'I luvs ■ 
my love because my love luvs me.' " 

" Ah," said Paul, " I see, »he had to do it 
first. / see." 
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OPINIONS 

" The time faas oome," th« WBlma Mud. 
" To talk of muty thinga." 

Lkwis Cakboll 

WE were all sitting on the grass under 
the hedge, cooling ourselves after an 
extensive and rather scrambling tea. Miss 
Goodlake had packBd the cups and things, 
and they lay ready in the perambulator for 
us to wheel home; she had strolled down 
to the river bank to " meditate," as she 
called it. We felt no desire either to 
accompany her or to play games, so peace- 
ful and so well " tead " were we. For quite 
two minutes nobody had s^d anything; 
then Paul, who was lying face downwards 
kicking his heels in the air, reverted to 
what was, with him, a favourite topic. " I 
wish I could look like Sir Willmn," he 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

sighed, " he 's so round in front. When I 
try to make myself round in front I go in 
hoUow behind. Now, Sir William is round 
in front and atraight behind, all solid, it 
looks 80 pompshuB ! " 

" It 's very ugly, v&y ugly ! " said Fia- 
metta, the artiatic. " It 's much better to be 
straight both sides." 

" Anybody can be straight both sides ! " 
cried Paul scornfully ; " all of ua are, but 
baronets and dukes and people are the 
shape of Sir William, I tell you!" 

Paul apoke with authority, as one well 
versed in the bearing of the aristocracy. 

" I don't believe ^otmy dukes and baronets 
are like a pair of bellowa, ao there ! Shak- 
apere's dukes aren't, anyhow. They are 
quite slim and handsome, else no beautiful 
ladies would love them," exclaimed Fiametta 
with some heat. 

" Sir John Falataff waa fat," cried Paul, 
" just like Sir William I " 

"He 'a a comic character," replied Fia- 
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metta with immenae scorn. " GroteBque 1 
that 's what he u, like a gargoyle outside a 
church ; there 'b heaps of them in Florence." 

" Well, he wa8 a jolly sight nicer than 
Hamlet or Macbeth or Othello ! " struck in 
Harry, for once siding with Paul. "It's 
better to be a bit funny than go grumping 
round stabbing and smothering people half 
your time." 

" I like tragedy," said Fiametta with the 
saperior finality we found so trying. " Be- 
sides," she continued, "you only read 
Lamb's tales." 

*'Fal8taf£'s not in the tales," Paul 
objected. 

" Well, you read the other plays in the 
tales, 'cause Janey told me so. You should 
read the plays themselves, they 're so full 
of language ! " 

"What sort of language?" asked Harry 
in an interested tone. 

'* Tremendotta language ! " she replied im- 
pressively. 
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" Swear words ? " again queried Harry. 

'* Well, you see it *8 like this ; I suppose 
they'd be swear words if we used them, 
but in Shakspere they're poetry, — poetical 
licence, you know." 

"Wiiat's that?" asked Paul, who was 
not proud, constantly betraying his ba- 
lance in his thirst for knowledge. 

" Oh, don't you know ? " cut in Harry, 
"like 'Licensed to sell beer' outside Mrs. 
Mumford's shop." 

*• There 's some licence in my book," said 
Paul, producing from under his arm the , 
ever-present brown volume of "Norse Tales." 
" Listen to this : 

*' * What the Devil do you want ? ' said one of 
the grooms to the old woman. 

** ' Oh 1 Oh 1 Hutetu I it is 80 bitter cold,' said 
she, and shivered and shook and made wiy faces. 
' Hutetu t it is BO cold, a poor wretch may easily 
' freeze to death ' : and with tiiat she fell to shiv- 
ering and ch q -ki Vg f^^n. 

" ' Oh \ for the love of heaven can I get leave 
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to Btay hen a while, imd sit inside the stable 
door?' 

" ' To the Devil Trith yoTir leave I ' said one — 

There I " exclaimed Panl triumphantly. 

" Ye-e-ea — I suppose it is." Fiametta 
spoke in a dubious, dissatisfied tone. "I 
BUj^Kise it is, but it's not iremendoua like 
Shakspere." 

" Let *s get Shakspere and look for the 
licensed bits ! " cried Harry, the practical. 

" I don't think mother would like it," I 
objected timidly. " Tou know when she 
found Paul reading the Henrys she said 
we were to be content with Lamb till we 
were older." 

Some grumbling ensued, when Paul, who 
always liked to come to a clear understand- 
ing of one subject before leaving it for 
another, said meditatively, " I suppose when 
Sir William says, 'Where's that brute 
Brenda? Damn the dog, she's after the 
sheep again ! ' thai 'a poetical licence, — or 
is it the beer kind?" 
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"Sir William ian't a bit poetical!" 
snapped Fiametta. " Why are you always 
dragging in your ridiculous Sir William ? " 

I feared reprisals, for I knew how sens!-, 
tive Paul was on the subject of his hero, 
and how ready to avenge upon the offendrar 
any fancied slight, but happily Harry came 
to the rescue with a fresh example of 
the matter imder discussion, remarking, 
"There's the Combination Service in the 
prayer book, that 's full of cursing I " . 

" I Ve not read much of the prayer book 
— never saw it tiU I came here," and Fia* 
metta's tone expressed but languid interest. 

"Well, it goes on saying, 'cursed is he 
that ' does this and that ; an awful lot c^ 
things are cursed." 

« Why don't we have it instead of that 
long Litany thing ? It would be much more 
exciting." 

"It only comes once a year, I forget 
when, Christmas or Easter or something." 

"I'll look through it," said Fiametta 
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patxvniamgly, "and tell you what I think. 
But when we act ' Macbeth ' — we 're going 
to, you know, the first wet afternoon — we 
must have the real Shakspere, and I '11 be 
Lady Macbeth." 

Here the conTeraation waa interrupted 
by the reappearance of Miss Croodlake who 
came to take Lucy home, bidding us follow 
with the perambulator in half an hour. 
We strolled along the river bank discussing 
" Macbeth," and squabbling over the assign- 
ment of parts, and unconsciously enjoying, 
as children will, the sunshine on the water 
and the cod breeze. Suddenly we came 
upon a man lying in the long grass seem- 
ingly asleep, for he was very still. Hany 
was further down in a bend of the river 
watdiing a water rat. Paul, Fiametta, and 
I stood side by side, silent and half afraid. 

"Do you fink it's a troll?" whispered 

Paul, who was ever on the lookout for 

adventures. The man evidently had quick 

ears, for he raised himself on his elbow and 

75 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

looked at us, saying, " Oh, dear no, only a 
harmless human." Awak^ he was not 
very alarming. Indeed had he not been so 
very long, I might have called him a boy. 
He had red hair growing upright £rom his 
forehead like a brush, very blue eyes which 
at that moment looked amused ; his face 
was burnt a deep red brown, and as his 
cap lay on the grass beside him, I noted 
the line which divided the white forehead 
from the brown face below. 

" You will get cold," observed Fiametta, 
the careful town-bred child, with Uiat per- 
fect ease which always marked her inter- 
course with strangers. "The grass is not 
very dry; we sat on rugs." 

The amusement in the blue eyes deep- 
ened, and he laughed, saying, "I like the 
feel of the good, green grass." 

"So do I, and do you like to look 
through it?" 

"Yes, and over it, and down at the 
river. It's all very good to look at.'* 
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'' Are you a poet ? " she asked suddenly. 

The long young man aat up and stared 
at her. " What makes you think that ? " 

" Because I think you must be a poet." 

" But why ? " 

Fiametta shrugged her shoulders impa- 
tiently. " Oh, you know why. It 's rude 
to ask questions of which you know the 
answers." 

" I did n't mean to be rude," he said 
humbly, " and I certainly do not know the 
answer to my question." 

"You've not answered mine yet," said 
Fiametta severely. " Are you a poet ? " 

"I'm not sure," said the young man 
in rather a melancholy voice ; " I would 
like to be." 

**My Daddie is a poet, so I know all 
about it." They stared at each other for 
a minute when Paul, who at that time was 
a living mark of interrogation, said genially, 
" If you 're not a poet, will you tell us 
what you are ? " 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

" I 'm a naturalist." 

" Beetles ? " inquired Paul laconically. 

" And butterflies, and plants, and stones, 
and birds, — lots of jolly things ! " 

This was evidently a man to be culti- 
vated, so Paul seated himself on a portion 
of the long legs ; but first he would set at 
rest one chilling doabt. 

" You don't give lectures, I hope." 

" Never to little boys," said the man 
with a most reassuring smile. 

" But do you give lectures ever ? Tell 
me the real troof ! " 

The man covered his face with his hands. 

" You do ! Are you litry and scien- 
tific ? " Paul's voice was very stem. 

"No, no," cried the man. "Not both. 
I assure you not both, only just a teeny 
weeny bit scientific. You '11 allow me to 
be that, won't you, and not despise me 
too awfully? I know lota about trolls, 
too, I can tell you ! " 

Fiametta sat down on another piece of 
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the long legs. " You 'd far better be a 
poet," she said. 

" Come on, you kids ! " shouted Harry. 
"The half-hour's up!" 

" I fear we must go/' I said. I was 
sorry, for I liked this man. Paul and 
Fiametta scrambled to their feet, and the 
young man rose too ; there seemed to be 
yards of him. " I feel sure we shall meet 
again," he said, "and then you must ex- 
plain to me why it is so disgraceful to 
be — " 

" Litiy and scientific ? " added Paul. 
" If you had to go to their old lectures 
you'd know." 

" Are you coming ? " shouted Harry in 
wrathful tones. 

" Good-bye ! " called Fiametta as we 
ran through the long lush grass. 

" Good-bye, blue maiden I " called the tall 
stranger, waving his cap ; " I '11 let you 
know when I become a poet." 

Fiametta stood still waist-deep in the 
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grass to call back to him, "You can't 
become one, and if you were one you'd 
know it by this time." 

" I 'm glad he 'b not hath" panted Paul 
as he ran ; " he 'a too nice." 
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BOOK FOLK 

TistM of change and adTaQtnre, 

Thro' tha green land 

Th« gnj roads go bMkoning and winding. 

W. £. Hkmlxt 

HAItEY and I cared but little for books 
aa books. With the exception of 
the two " Alices," a volume of Grimm, and 
Paul's adored Norse Tales which had be- 
longed to father, we were possessed of few. 
"Moral Tales," and the "Parent's Assist- 
ant," " Harry and Lucy," " Frank and the 
Contrast," we cordially detested, and our 
familiarity with these works was enforced, 
not willing. We would fain have acknowl- 
edged to no more than a bowing ac- 
quaintance with their primly virtuous or 
indecently vicious characters but for mother. 
She had been brought up and nourished on 
Miss Edgeworth, and looked upon her as a 
« 81 
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great moral force. Moreov^, somebody who 
was quoted by mother as an authority on 
all matters ethical and educational, extolled 
"Harry and Lucy" and its like. Tbis 
said " Bomebody " was a puzzle to us, for we 
were well aware that he was the direct 
cause of our possessing the fat, green Grimm 
with delicious little '* skibbly " drawings so 
dear imto our souls. Had he not written 
for it one of those things no wise child 
reads, — a Preface? and to this Preface we 
owed our joy of it. How could one man 
be possessed of such antipodes of taste ? 

With Fiametta came fresh wonders, for 
in the bottom of her box was a gorgeous 
book bound in blue velvet, the colour of her 
frocks, with her name worked in silver on 
the cover, and with silver clasps. 

*' Wliat bnt that blessed brief 
Of what is gallantest and beat 
In all the fvdl-shelved Libraries of Bomance ? 
The Book of Boca, Sandalwood, ivory, tnrb&ns, 

ambergris, 
Cream-tarts, and lettered apes, and calendars, 
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And gboalB, and genies — 0, so hngfl 

Tliey might have overed the tall Hinster Towsr 

Hands down, as school-boys take a post I 

In truth the Book of Gamsralzaman, 

Schemselnibar and Sindbad, Scheherezade 

The peerless, Bedreddin, Badroulbadonr, 

Cdro and Serendib and Candahar, 

And Caspian, and the dim terrific bulk 

loe-ribbed, flend-visited, isled in spells and storma — 

Of KbI I — That centre of miracles 

The sole, unparalleled Arabian Kighta I " 

There is one man alive to-day in England 
who has not forgotten, who haa the genius 
to describe in golden words what that book 
may mean to children, and I here take leave 
to thank him and quote his verse. Paul at 
once borrowed the book of wonders — 
Fiametta was always vety ready to lend 
her things — wrapped it in a clean towel 
filched from mother's room, and sat cross- 
levied in a comer, absorbed, beatified, till 
he was hunted forth by nurse, who would 
exclaim, "You'll rewing your eyesight. 
Master Paul, a-poring over that rubbidge. 
You run out and play ! " 
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He went meekly, for he knew that re* 
hellion meant the confiscation of this key 
to a new " magic place," — more magic and 
more full of wonders than any in which he 
had yet wandered. 

Trolls were terrible enough. It was well 
known that they swarmed in the bowels of 
the hill aacred to him of the good yew bow, 
which rose straight out of the earth but a 
few short miles from our front door. But 
what was the terror of trolls compared to 
that of an invisible genie, who at any 
moment might be close upon us, and be 
struck by a carelessly thrown cherry-stone, 
when he would avenge the indignity by 
changing the tmhappy marksman into a 
cow. 

We all had a great love of the fearsome 
in literature, and in our plays always went 
through the most blood-curdling adventures. 
Fiametta was no what behind the rest of 
us in this respect, while her intimate ac- 
quaintance with the wonders of the East 
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lent a new charm to existence. In very 

truth we lived our life. 

As I look hack upon that summer I find 
it very difficult to separate what re^y hap- 
pened from the much more exciting im- 
aginary occurrencea. One thing, however, 
has impressed itoelf upon my memory, and 
that is that never before had the works of 
Miss Edgeworth been so much and so con? 
stantly drummed into us. I fancy tiiat 
mother must have had some idea of the 
romantic trend our minds were taking, 
and felt it her duty to keep the balance 
even by large doses of facts. We studied 
the tides with "Harry and Lucy," and 
were required to know the answers to 
all the trivial questions that the wretched 
Frank was forever asking; and all this, 
when the real business of life lay outside 
among the sentient trees, dim bams, and 
that thrice blessed coach-house whidi was 
not always locked. 

We loved mother very dearly, but we 
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flhould have loved her more, and she would 
have understood ua better, but for Miss 
Edgeworth and her army of incomprehen- 
aible proprieties stretching its prim length 
between us. We fully recognised that with 
mother absolute justice was always to be 
found. She was of such crystalline honesty 
herself, that we were all honest simply 
because no other line of conduct ever sug- 
gested itself. She took the greatest in- 
terest in our education, and was, in our 
neighbourhood, as I have since learnt, con- 
fddered "advanced" in her views. Lifact, 
in matters of " culture " — a word which 
we early learnt to r^ard with suspicion, 
as referring to something or somebody of 
an incomprehensible and boresome char- 
acter — she took the lead. A cathedral 
city is seldom go-ahead in matters educa- 
tional, and ours, although in addition to 
the ** Close," and owing to its river it had 
considerable mercantile interests, was more 
than usually sleepy. Still, it was possessed 
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of a " Literary and Scientific Society," and 
when people came from a distance to leo 
ture, or read, or recite for the body in 
question, mother invariably put them up, 
and more or less arranged the meetings. 
She thoroughly enjoyed it, feeling that it 
brought her into touch with the great world 
of " Culture " she so reverenced. I know 
she felt that she was ^ving us unusual 
advantages in allowing us to spend an 
occasional desperately uncomfortable five 
minutes in the society of the somewhat 
dingy luminaries, who came from time to 
time to lighten our mental darkness. 

We did n't mind them much except when 
we had to go to the lectures; then, we 
thirsted for their blood, lor the lectures 
took place at night, and it was a three-mile 
drive from ike " Court" to the " Assembly 
Rooms." We spent the evening in a vain 
struggle with an overpowering sleepiness. 
Father never went but once, and that in 
the early days of his married life. On that 
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occaaion somebody gave a lecture on the 
Holy Land, illuBtrated by lantern slides. 
The darkness and the lecturer's monoto- 
nous voice had the same effect upon father 
as the Litany. He slumbered, and as 
usual " slept out loud." He was sitting in 
' the front row, and the lecturer was his 
guest. Motiier saw the unwisdom of try- 
ing to educate father, so he attended lec- 
tures no more. Only in one respect did 
he take any active part in our education ; 
as soon as we coidd hold the cards he 
taught us all to play whist. On winter 
nights, after nursery tea, he used to come 
and play with us, insisting in his slow, 
gentle way on absolute silence during the 
game, explaining our mistakes and praising 
us when we did well in most delightful 
fashion between each round. 

Paul learned very quickly, but his hands 
were too small to arrange his cards in a 
fan after the deal, so he used to retire to a 
distant part of the room, and spread them 
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out upon a chair till they were sorted. 
When the hand was a good one, he per- 
formed a silent war dance, and returned to 
the card-table, his ejes bigger than ever 
and pretematurally solemn. Sometimes 
mother too came to play; ''she played a 
good hand for a woman," father said, but 
it was upon Biul that hia hopes were cen- 
tred : Paul, who always remembered what 
suit his partner trumped, and could play 
hia part in a " cross-ruft ' with the great- 
est discretion. 

On lecture nights, when mother and the 
genioa who happened to be staying with us 
had gone off in the carriage, father would 
fetch us downstairs to play whist in the 
dining-room. On these delectable occa- 
sions we had dessert *' between the courses," 
as Paul put it, and such times stand out in 
my memory aa particularly cosey. The 
little card-table with its green baize centre 
and rosewood edge, the cards so full of 
possibility lying in four enchanting little 
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heaps, father in his Ligh-backed oak chair 
with his "lowest chin" resting on his 
snowy, many-folded neckcloth, the firelight 
ruddy and gleaming, reflected in silver and 
glass and polished wood, — the whole, to 
me, a picture of pleasantness unmatched 
in later life. Besides, we ought to have 
been in bed, especially Paul, and that pnt 
the finishing touch to the delight of such 
experiences. What wonder, then, that we 
railed at fate when we had to attend a 
lecture? 

Nowadays there are unhappy children 
who are "studied" all day long; whose 
plays are arranged for them always with 
a view to " development " ; who may not 
even make mud-pies in decent seclusion, 
but must perforce and in gangs "shape 
something" out of grey India rubber, and 
sit at a table to do it. What can they 
know, poor things, of the joys and terrors 
to be found in a dwarf-infested shrubbery, 
just at sunset, on a chUl October day ? 
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Hairy^ Paul, and I were resting on 
one such afternoon, squeezed in between 
two somewhat scratchy fir-trees. We had 
nearly concluded a most exciting search 
for a dwarf of singularly evil disposition, 
who held in captivity a fair princess of our 
acquaintance. Our quest was hitherto un- 
successful, owing to the fact that Paul ro- 
fused to be discovered as the dwarf. We 
told him plainly what we thought of his 
conduct, concluding our remarks with a 
threat to the effect that, as it waa nearly 
tea-time and rapidly growing dark, we 
would run away and leave him — we 
could both run much faster than be could 
— if he did not immediately ''finish the 
game." 

Paul made no answer, but suddenly be- 
gan to recite in a fearsome whisper the fol- 
lowing menacing incantation : 

" ' For whether he weie husbandman, or shep- 
herd, or a labomei in the field, he was overtaken, 
and endured that necessity, which could not 
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be avoided : for thej were all boitud with one 
chain of darkness. Whether it were a whis- 
tling wind, or a melodious noise of birds among 
the spreadii^ branches, or a pleasing fall of water 
running violently, or a terrible sound of stones 
cast down, or a running that could not be seen 
of skipping beasts, or a rou^g voice of most 
savage wild beasts, or a rebounding echo from 
the hollow mountains : these things made them 
to swoon for fear.' " 

It was growing darker and darker^ and 
ike horror of that " running that could not 
be seen of skipping beasts " was upon me. 
They were there, I was sure of it, and I 
also was ready " to swoon for fear." When 
Paul ceased his whispered description of 
the horrors in store for us, he continued to 
stare into the gathering darkness with big 
awe-struck eyes. Another moment and I 
should have had a fit or something from 
sheer terror, but Harry suddenly found hia 
voice, and exclaimed, " Shut up, you sidey 
little ass, or I'U give you something to 
skip for I Come on, Janey." 
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All the same we did not leave Paul in 
that shrubbery. 

It was not till years afterwards that I 
found where he had got his weird quotation. 
How many of my readers can say at a 
glance whence it comes? 
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Two things greater than all things an, 
The fliBt is Iiove, and the seoond, War. 
And unce we know not how war may prove. 
Heart of my heart, let us talk of Lotc I 

Eddtabd Eipunq 

WHAT Sir William waa to Paul, what 
the Vicar's eldest sou at Kugby waa 
to Harry, what Sir Lauucelot was to Fia- 
metta, all this aud more was Sergeaut un- 
to me. I suppose he had another name, 
but for ua he was just " Sergeant," the title 
qninteasentialising *' all that was gallantest 
and best," strongest and handsomest, gay- 
est and kindest, of the strong, gay, kindly 
soldierhood of all time. It ia true that 
when we were privileged to see most of 
Sergeant, he had left the army for some 
years and wore the peaceful habit of the 
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gymnast; but no one who bad ever seen 
bim in all tbe glory of bis yeomanry uni- 
form clanking on creaking saddle down a 
country lane, for us tbe central figure of tbe 
long, duaty line of well-borsed uncomfort- 
able-looking men, but felt tbat be was dif- 
ferent to tbe otbers. Tbe stamp of tbe 
Blankley Lancers was upon him ; he wore 
hia 'coutrements and sat his horse with a 
grace and ease quite unattainable, by what 
we in our superior knowledge called tbe 
** summer soldiers." 

Sergeant taught gymnastics at every 
school in the county, and riding, swimming, 
boxing, and fencing, to such fortunate per- 
sons as were allowed to learn. Mother, 
with a natural wisdom that neither Edge- 
worthian dogma nor strivinga after "the 
higher intellectual life " could entirely over- 
cast, insisted that every chUd who lived 
by a river should be taught to swim, and 
to swim in the river. Moreover, she saw 
no reason why a strong, healthy girl should 
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not be taught to exercise her miuclea aa 
well as her brothers, the result being that 
I did " gym " with Harry and the vicarage 
boys in a disused bam fitted up for the pmv 
pose. I think that in our neighbourhood 
people must have been peculiarly behind 
the times, for mother could persuade no 
other mothers to send their little girls to 
join our claas. Sergeant's class in the 
town was entirely composed of boys, so I 
could n't have gone to that. He was con- 
sulted as to the fitting up of the bam as a 
" gym" and we had parallel bars, a horse, 
a rope, a horizontal bar, and the rings. 
I had a proper gymnasium dress, and did all 
the exercises with the boys. Sergeant took 
831 especial interest in me, for I was the very 
first girl he had taught. Big for my age, 
and strong, the exercises came eaeoly to me ; 
besides, he was the most careful and encour^ 
aging of teachers. Paul was not quick, he 
was small and delicate and nervous, but he 
had absolute faith in Sergeant, and what 
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Sergeant told him to do he tried with all 
his little might to accomplish. 

" He 's the most intelligent of them all/' 
Sergeant said to mother ; ** he understands 
in a minute what you want him to do, and 
he looks at me that pitiful with his big 
eyes, that I can hardly bear to make him do 
the things he 's afraid of, but he 's getting on, 
and it *s more credit to him, for he 's got a 
lot of nervousness to get over. Miss Jane, 
now 1 she don't care how she fling herself 
about." 

The secret of Sergeant's success as a 
teacher was that he never let anybody get 
frightened, and he was immensely careful 
that young muacles rfiould never be oveiv 
strained. Mother had absolute faith in him, 
and he taught us just what he liked. When 
it was decided that Harry was to le.am fenc- 
ing, a wild hope sprang up in my heart that 
I might be allowed to learn too. I knew 
that it was quite an unheard-of thing, but 
then, none of ike little girls of my acquaint- 
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ance did the '' circle under the bar," or 
"right 1^ acting," or any of the glorious 
feats which I performed so greatly to my 
oym and to Sergeant's satisfaction. 

I remember it all so well ; I was sitting 
on the horizontal bar and Sergeant was 
standing below me ; I stooped down and put 
my arms round his neck ; I noticed that his 
hair was turning grey just round his ears. 
Mid his woollen "sweater" felt rough to 
my bare arms. " Sergeant dear ! " I whis- 
pered, " do ask mother to let me learn fenc- 
ing. Harry won't have anybody to practise 
with if I don't." 

He lifted me off the bar and put me 
on the gromid. "I don't see why you 
shouldn't," he said somewhat dubiously, 
"bat you mustn't get practisin' when I'm 
not there, you '11 hurt yourselves." 

" Will you ask mother. Sergeant ? " 

"Tell you what, Miss Janey, you ask 
your pa, and see what he says 1 " 

I asked father, and he backed me up. 
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Mother spoke to Sergeant on the subject, 
and he backed me up, waxing eloquent as 
to the benefit to one's '^ carriage" to be de- 
rived from a skilful use of tiie foils, and 
the result was that I learned to fence. 
Tb^ of course, I longed to learn to box, 
but upon this question Sergeant was firm 
in his objections, and was not to be cajoled 
even though I begged and prayed as prettily 
as the lassie in Paul's Norse Tales. 

*'No, Miss, it would be an 'orrid spec- 
tacle to see a woman boxing." 

" But I 'm not a woman, Sergeant, and I 
know I could do it very well." 

"You'll be a woman sooncof than you 
think for. Miss!" 

"Suppose a burglar came, it would be 
a good thing to be able to knock him 
down." 

"You'll always have plenty of men folk 
about you to do that; never you fear as to 
that. Miss Janey ! " 

Father was just as firm about it as Ser- 
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geimt. I thought it verjr narrow of them 
both. 

Harry) however, did not share their 
scruples, and as there were several pairs of 
gloves hangii^ in the gymnasium, and as I 
was allowed to be present at the lessons, 
he and I practised frequently in secret, and 
hit each other about, pretty hard. I will 
say for Harry that he was very careful of 
my face, and hitherto no accident had 
occurred to betray the forbidden sport. 

One day, for some reason, none of the 
other boys turned up, and when it waa 
time to put on the gloves Harry forgot 
Sergeant's prejudices, and said easily, "As 
there 's no one else, I may as well box with 
Janey, and then you can see if I do that 
new guard properly better than if I was 
boxing with you, you 're so awfully tall." 

Sergeant turned and looked me up and 
down with a humorous twinkle in his eyes. 
"So you couldn't keep your hands out 
of 'em after all. Miss Janey ? " 
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" She really boxes very well," eaid Harry ; 
"but I do wish you'd show her how to 
guard her face better. I 'm always afraid 
that some day I may forget aud knock her 
teeth down her throat." 

The smile died out of Sergeant's eyes. 
"Tou'd best let it alone," he said, shaking 
his head, "and you. Master Harry, have 
no business to encourage her; it's dan- 
gerous. It don't matter so much if a boy 
breaks a front tooth, though it's a pity, is 
that" — Sergeant himself had most beau- 
tiful teeth — **but for a girl I No, Miss 
Janey, if you persist I '11 have to speak to 
your ma, for I don't hold with it. What 
do you want to do it for? You can swim, 
you can ride, you can do moat of the 
exercises, and you're leamin' to fence, — 
the only young lady in the county as is 
leamin' to fence, I bet Miy money. You 
let the gloves alone." 

He did n't tell of me that day, however, 
and I continued to practise with Harry till 
101 
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(me unlucky day he forgot, and gave me a 
^mendous blow plump on my nose. Oh ! 
how it bled ! There was no concealing 
the occoirence, and Harry, horrified and 
frightened, ran and fetched mother. 

That was the end of my boxing, and the 
poniahment was heavy, for I was not 
allowed to watch the boys any more. 

I know that Sergeant was sorry for me 
next time he came ; he pretended that he 
did n't observe my swollen nose, and when, 
after the fencing lesson, Miss Goodlake 
came to take me away that I might not 
watch the " brutal sport " which had so 
demoralised me, he opened the door for us 
and whispered, " Cheer up. Miss, it '& all for 
the best," I worshipped him. But I felt 
disgraced beyond hope of rehabilitation. I 
had not cried about my nose, tbough it was 
pretty sore ; I was going to cry now, how- 
ever, and I broke away from Miss Grood- 
lake's detaining hand, and, regardless of 
her e^KMtulaikoiB and the fact that I had 
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nothing on but my " gym " dress and a 
golf cape of motker's, I ran as fast as my 
legs would carry me to the little copse 
behind the house, through which Sergeant 
always passed when he walked into the 
town. 

It began to rain, but what cared I? 
Publicly disgraced, — " unsexed " Miss Good- 
lake had called me; I hadn't a notion 
what it meant, but was sure it was some- 
thing very horrid, — with a swollen nose 
and an unfortunate brother whom my own 
lack of skill had got into trouble, I felt 
that nothing mattered, only — I wanted 
to see Sergeant. 

Presently there was the sound of quick, 
firm footsteps, and he came swiftly down 
the narrow path towards me, his coat collar 
turned up to his ears because of the rain. 

''Whatever are you doing here, Miss 
Janey ? " he asked in astonishment, as I 
crept out into his path. 

" I wanted to ask you not to be angry 
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with. Harry, it was n't his fault and they 're 
all BO cross with him." 

" I 'm not the least angry with Master 
Harry, but I 'm sorry about you — I knew 
something would happen." 

" But, Sergeant, what does a litUe knock 
matter ? Why may n't I box t " 

" Because you *re a maid, my dear," and 
he laid a big, kind hand on my shoulder; 
"it's against nature." 

"But why must boys learn to fight if 
it 's wrong for me ? I feel just like a boy, 
and can do most things just like them." 

"Dear me! what a questionsome young 
lady it is," said Sergeant, regarding me 
with kind, amused brown eyes. ** You see 
it 's like this : a laaxi wot can't hold his own 
in a fight, he's handicapped, that's what 
he is. Besides," and here Sergeant beamed 
at the acuteness of his own reasoning, " if 
we couldn't fight we couldn't take care 
of the likes of you, and where'd you be 
then ! " 

104 



jbyGoogIc 



Sergeant 

I felt that he was begging the question* 
and suggested that I was allowed to do 
"all tile oth«r things/' though I was a 
girl 

''And quite right, too* Miss, you'll be 
none the worse woman because you can 
vault a gate at a run." 

What would Dr. Arabella Keneally have 
said to Se^eant ? and this before the time 
of the ubiquitous bicycle. 

" You see it 's like this, Miss Jauey : boys 
and girls they wants to play just the same 
— but by and by there comes a time when 
they're different and goes difEerent ways, 
fuid likes difEerent things. It can't be 
altered, you take my word for it." 

" Do you think I 'm disgraceful ? " I asked. 
Miss Goodlake's lecture rankled. 

"Bless yer heart, no!" he exclaimed 
with refreshing vigour; "I'd have ffrea a 
good deal to see that round. But I am 
sorry about your poor little nose ; such 
noses was never meant to be pounded." 
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This was balm, indeed, to my wounded 
feelings ; my family had pointed out with 
their usual candour that I ^* could n't afford 
to have my nose made any flatter than it 
was already." " You won't tell anybody ! " 
I pleaded. I was beginning to see the 
enormity of my offence. 

" 1 11 nerer tell a soul I " vowed Ser- 
geant; and I happen to know for certain 
that he never did. I wonder how many 
people there are that would keep a like 
promise? 

Then we shook hands, Sergeant implor- 
ing me to go in out of the wet at once. 
I watched his tall figure as he swung him- 
self over the gate leading from the copse 
into the field where the footpath was tree 
to all, and admiring his jaunty, light-footed 
soldier's walk, vowed that there was nobody 
like him in the whole wide world. Then I 
went back to the house, where I was 
promptly captured and sent to bed for 
insubwdination to Miss Goodlake. 
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I had seen Sergeuit, though, and he 
did n't think so very badl; of me ; for 
Miss Goodlake's opinion I did not care 
one jot. 

All this happened the year before Fiajn- 
etta came to stay, luid when she came our 
" gym " lessons had ceased for the summer, 
but Sergeant came to swim with Harry and 
me twice a week in a bend of the rivar 
where it was shallow. She came ^to watch 
us disport ourselves, and of course absorbed 
all the conversation ; she charmed Seigeant 
by her tales of men and cities, and confided 
to me that but for the fact that he had a 
wife already, she thought she would have 
married him herself. I was so thankful 
he had a wife already. 

"A detachment of my old re^ment is 
on the march," said Sergeant one day. 
*' They 're billeted in the town to-night." 

"Shall we have any of them 7 Ob, do 
let us have some of t^em ! " we screamed 
in chorus. 
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"Bless your 'earts, no!" laughed Ser^ 
geant. "It's the trades-people wot gets 
*em." 

*' But could n't we have some 7 We thoukt 
like it 80, and there 's lots of room in our 
house." 

Sergeant's eyes twinkled as he murmured 
something concerning "too many maids 
about." 

"But they'd like it!" exclaimed PauL 
"Only the other day Dorcas was saying 
how doll it ia." 

"Your ma wouldn't like it, though!" 
and Sergeuit laughed again ; " besides, 
'tis n't the gentry that has to billet 'em." 

" The dears! " cried Fiametta ecstatically. 
" Sergeant I we must see them ! " 

" Well, that 's just what I 'm comin* at. 
Funnily enough they'll drill and start to- 
morrow at the South Grate, almost in front 
of our house. Now you go and ask your 
mamma if you may all come and ait in my 
windows to see them start." 
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"Lucy, too?" asked Paul, who never 
liked any ol the family to be left out. 

" Certainly, most particular. Miss Lucy ; 
my missus would love her." 

Three minute later a breatiiless deputa- 
tion burst in upon mother, who was doing 
accounts in the moming>room : " Mother! 
Mother I the Blankley Lancers are com- 
ing I " we screamed in chorus. Mother 
raised her head, keeping her finger at the 
exact line she had reached in the column 
of figures she was adding up, and said 
calmly, "That is no reason, my dears, so 
far as I can see, why you cdiould suppose 
me to be suddenly smitten with deafness. 
I am exceedingly busy just now, please run 
away ! " 

Taking up her pencil again, in one sec- 
ond she was emersed in her accounts. She 
had a power I have never seen equalled, of 
absolutely absorbing herself in whatever 
she happened to be doing. We stared at 
one another aghast. Sergeant was waiting, 
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and the question was a momentoua one. 
Paul was pushed forward as being the most 
diplomatic of the partj; he laid a small, 
brown hand on her arm. " Moth«," be 
whispered in his smallest voice, " Sergeant 
says if you 'II let us, he '11 hare us in his 
windows to see the soldiers to-morrow, 
all us children, Lucy, tool It will be 
quite early, and he will fetch us in his 
gig and bring ua home, and it won't be 
no trouble — " 

Mother, her finger still on the book, 
looked up to meet Paul's big, serious 
eyes, then looked round at the rest of the 
excited quartette surroimding her. " It is 
exceedingly kind of Sergeant," she said, 
" but what of Mrs. Sergeant, how will she 
like such an invasion ? " 

" She 'd love it 1 *' cried Kametta, « he 
says so." 

" It will be so beautiful I " whispered 
Paul, rubbing his cheek against mother's 
shoulder. 

no 
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" l&y compliments to Se^eant, and say 
that I am very much obliged to him — " 
we waited in breathless anxiety, for mother 
made a little pause — " and I shall be most 
pleased to let you go." 

We fled to cany him this glorious news, 
all but Paul, who waited to kiss and thank 
mother. He always remembered to do that 
sort of thing. 

When Sergeant had dep^i^ and Paul 
had rejoined ua, he said, in a dissatisfied 
Toice, " Do you know what mother says 
about Sergeant? She says Mxat he is an 
' excellent man.* Now, I thought it was 
only clergymans who was called those sort 
of names." 

'* Anybody can be excellent," dogmatised 
Hury, " and after all, Sei^eant's name is 
just like a puvon's." 

It was inconceivable, but so it was ; Ser- 
geant's name was Barlow, — in our eyes the 
one flaw in an otherwise perfect person- 
ality. Of course it did n't matter much, for 
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we never called him by his Dame, still, 
we would have preferred eomething else. 
"Sandford and Merton" was lumped to- 
gether in our minds with "Frank" and 
** The Purple Jar." Still, if his name was 
Barlow he came from Berkeley in our own 
county, tmd that was something to be 
proud of. 

None of us had ever seen Mrs. Barlow, 
and many were the surmises as to what she 
would be like. We knew that they had no 
children because we had once asked Ser- 
geant, and he had looked bo sad that we 
never mentioned the subject again. 

Our excitement was increased that even- 
ing by the fact that one of the ofiBcers _ 
commanding the company of Lancers bil- 
leted in the town actually came to dinner, 
and Fiametta, Harry, and I went down to 
dessert. He was a dreadful difiappointment, 
as he wore quite ordinary clothes, the sort 
of clothes the lecture people wore, and 
hadn't so much as a dagger about him* 
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There were sereral other gaests, and we, 
of course, did not apeak at all. Fiametta 
did, though, and from her place at father's 
elbow addresaed the guest of the eTening : 
*' You won't wear those clothes to-morrow, 
I hope," she remarked to her opposite neigh- 
bour in what Harry called her *' curate-like 
voice." 

The young man looked across at her and 
laughed. He looked nice when he laughed, 
his teeth were so white and his face so 
brown. " Why ? " he asked. 

" Because, how can we tell you 're a 
Lancer in that coat? You're just like 
everybody else." 

" I shall be more like everybody else to- 
morrow, like all the rest of the raiment, I 
mean." 

"You 11 wear your pretty clothes to- 
morrow T " 

" Ah, you should see my other dotiies t " 
he cried, quoting Prince Bulbo. 

" We ahall see them ; we *re going to sit 
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in Sergeant's windows to see you all pajss 
by. Will you wave to us ? " 

*' I '11 salute you ; mind you look out 
for me I " 

" Oh, we '11 aU scream at you," said Fia- 
metta reassuringly ; " you can't miss us." 

" Please don't scream, I might fall off my 
horse." 

" Well, we '11 wave our handkerchiefs — 
if we haven't lost them. But you'll be 
sure to see U8 if you look out." 

" I have n't the least doubt of it," he said, 
uid soon after H^t we were sent to bed. 
Mother was never quite sure what to do 
with Fiametta when she absorbed the con- 
versation, and I fear the rest of us thor- 
oughly enjoyed her dilemma. 

When we got upstairs we discovered 
ih&t the rain was coming down in torrents ; 
suppose it should rain in the morning, 
would Sergeant come for us or not? 

" I«t 's all pray hard for a fine day ! " 
suj^ested the ever-ready Fiametta. " God 
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will have plenty of time to change it before 
to-moiTow." 

Fiametta always seemed on more familiar 
terms with the authorities than the rest 
of us. 
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SomeUunK to see, by Baochiu, •omething to boar tt 

kortl 
There, tlie whole day long one'e life is a perfect iewt. 
BoBiBT BBOWxua 

« TANEY, wake up! It's a lovely day! 

J I told you bo!" and Fiametta shook 
me as she jumped excitedly up and down 
on her little white feet. 

I suppose we got up and dressed and had 
breakfast as usual, but I remember noth- 
ing till we found ourselves jogging gaily 
through familiar, fresh-washed, hay-scented 
lanes, with shining, morning faces and light 
hearts, — " sLi precious souls and all agog," 
somewhat tightly packed into Sergeant's 

roomy gi^. 

Down the hill and over the bridge by the 

docks, up the hill again between tall wue- 
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houses, whence issued strange rumblings 
and whirringB and showers of sun-gilded 
chafF, thence into the straight street called 
the South Gate, where no two houses were 
of the same size or shape ; graceful, tim- 
bered houses with overhanging gables cheek 
by jowl with grave grey stone, square win- 
dowed and blue slated. White-harled, high- 
shouldered cottages elbowed the Gothic 
Grammar School and Saint Mary's Church, 
In our city, churches crop up in the middle 
of the street, separated in no way save by 
their grace of form from the other build- 
ings. '* As sure as God 's in Garchester," 
ran the old proverb, referring to the number 
of churches to be found there. In old 
times they liked their praying places handy 
for everyday use ; the patient spires still 
point heavenwards, but too often the church 
is shut except for service. Only the great 
Cathedral, standing alone, serenely beauti- 
ful in an oasis of trim gardens and green 
lawns, keeps ever open-house from early 
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mom to curfew — then fltill rung each 
evening by Saint Michael's bells — for all 
who would rest and ruminate in the great 
cool Norman-pillared nave. 

*' If your house was turned upside down 
and my legs were long enough I could go 
upstairs outside," said Paul, as we palled 
up before Sergeant's door, where his wife 
was waiting to bid us welcome ; and when 
I saw her, child as I was, I realised that 
she was one of the chief reasons why Ser- 
geant was so nice. 

Paul regarded her with admiring eyes. 
"You are just like what I 'magined you 
would be, just every bit aa nice," he re- 
marked confidentially, as, hand-in-hand 
with her (she carried Lucy on her other 
arm), they climbed the curly staircase, 
with steps so wide at the one side and 
tapering o£E to the acutest angle at the 
other. 

I agreed with Paul. She, too, was up- 
right and tall and trim, with fresh com- 
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plezion and big, kind blue eyes ; bat tbe 
abundant bair parted smoothly over the 
peaceful forehead was already quite grey, 
and round the kind eyes were lines and 
ahadowa. There was sorrow in the face, 
but no discontent, no revolt. Years after- 
wards as I stood before tbe '* Madonna of 
the Gruid Duke " in tbe Fitti Gallery, I 
found myself staring straight through the 
picture into a room, low-ceilinged with 
cro8»-beams, whose two windows looking 
onto the busy street of a market-town, 
were crowded with eager children, and I 
knew that I had found the prototype of 
Sergeant's wife. Here was the same pure 
colouring and big gentleness, the same 
calmness and patient sorrow and tender 
kindliness. 

"Tou'Il see they don't none of them 
fall out," said Sergeant, putting his head 
roimd the comer of the door j " I 'm going 
out into the street to see an old pid," and 
then the fun began. 
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What is there in the sotind of a trumpet 
that is so rousing ? As the plangent notes 
rang out through the sonny, quiet street, 
the whole population woke up, and little 
knots of people collected on the pavement ; 
then came a clatter of hoofs, a delicious 
jingle of accoutrements, and the street 
was alive with sound and colour, for the 
Lancers had come. The old houses seemed 
to shake themselves and open tiieir eyes, 
as up and down throughout the whole 
frontage there rattled a volley of thrown-up 
windows. 

Sergeant's were the very nicest windows. 
One could kneel on the floor, put one's 
elbowB on the sill, and lean right over with 
never a fear of falling. Sergeant's wife 
with Lucy on her knee, Harry, and Paul, 
were at one window, Fiametta and I had 
the other all to ourselves. From time to 
time scraps of conversation were blown 
over to me by the gay little wind that 
fluttered the lance-pennons, and even in 
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the midst of my excitement I found time 
to feel a little aarprised that Harry was so 
talkative, and that his hostess seemed to be 
watching him far more intently than the 
pageant in the street. When our friend 
of last night, resplendent now in his " other 
clothes," clattered past the window to take 
up his stand further down the street, Fia- 
metta gave a little shriek of delighted reo- 
ogoition, and he looked up and saluted; at 
that moment we had nothing left to wish 
for. 

Sergeant moved in and out among the 
men, shortening a stirrup leather here, 
tightening a girth there; they all seemed 
to know him, and to be glad to see him 
again, and presently, when we saw him 
having quke a long chat with "our offi- 
cer," we nearly jumped out of the window 
in our excitement. 

The trumpet rang out again, and in one 
tninute the long double line of men and 
horses stood as if turned to stone. 

121 
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Somebody roared ont an order, and tiie 
beautiful wise horses wheeled round. Two 
by two, side by side, with ^ngling bits 
and waving pennons, the Blankley Lancers 
went leisurely, down the street. 

" Hurrah [ " cried Paul in his clear child- 
Toice, as be waved his straw hat. 

" Hurrah ! " echoed the Scotch tobacco- 
nist over the way, waving a gay smoking- 
cap as he stood in his shirt-sleevea at his 
shop door. *' Hurrah ! " yelled the boys in 
the doorway of the Grammar School. The 
whole street took up the shout and cheered 
till the last couple of Lancers had turned 
the comer by Saint Michael's Church, and 
it settled to rest again with its usual sleepy 
calm. 

There was an inviting clink of plates 
in the room behind us, and we drew in 
our heads to find that Sergeant's wife 
had prepared a veritable feast for us, to 
which we did the amplest justice, for 
our breakfast, owing to the tremendous 
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eventa to comOf had been but a sketdiy 
meal. 

When Sergeant brought round the gig 
once more, and we had all descended the 
curly staircase and passed through the 
cool dark passage leading to the street, 
when we had all bidden farewell to our 
kind hostess and stood once more in the 
hot, sunny street, she - called Harry back 
and closed the door. He came out again 
very red, and hardly spoke at all during 
tbe drive home. 

That evening when he and I were sitting 
alone in the harness room, — the men had 
gone to tea, — I ventured to ask him why 
Sergeant's wife had called him back. ^'I 
would n't tell anybody but you, Janey," he 
said slowly, " she wanted to kiss me, and 
was afraid I would mind, because I 'm such 
a big chap and going to school next term> 
and that — her boy would have been just 
my age if he had lived, and she thinks me 
a bit like him." I did not look at Harry, 
123 
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his voice vaa bo gmfF. ^'I fMnk I'll go 
and see her often," he continued. "I like 
her." 

That was the beginning of Harry's friend- 
ship with Sergeant's wife. Somebody must 
have e^lained things to mother, for she 
seemed to understand perfectly. Curiously 
enough, here was somebody who did not 
hunger after Paul, nor Lucy with her 
cuddly ways; it was Harry, the typical 
" boy " — shy, awkward, and somewhat 
taciturn, for whom she conceived an en- 
thusiastic admiration J and Harry under- 
stood her, and enjoyed the spoiling she 
always gave him, showing to her a nde 
of his character hitherto quite unimag- 
ined by his family. He kissed her frankly 
whenever they met, even in the street, and 
when he went to public school she was al- 
ways the first person to be visited on his 
return for the holidays, sometimes on his 
way from the station. 

We all ^t to know Sergeant's wife, we 
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all loved her and Bhe aaauredly loved us, 
but Harry waa a long way first in the field ; 
and as he had never before been singled out 
for anybody's special favour, he was perhaps 
unusually appreciative of hers. 
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A atatement f«ir in my Mitket'a luuid 
To a geatleuuui like me. 

B. L. S. 

IT was hard to return to the schoolroom 
and to Miss Goodlake after such an 
epoch-making morning; the fact that it 
was barely eleven o'clock when we got 
home only seemed to make matters worse. 
Hany snatched up his bag of books and 
raced across to the vicarage, and the rest 
of us sat down to what was the invariable 
prelude to momiag lessons, — the Church 
Catechism. For Fiametta it had the charm 
of novelty, as she had never learned a word 
of it till she came to us, and looked upoi) 
the necessity with a sort of amused tolerar- 
tion as one of Miss Goodlake's foibles, to 
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be indolged accordingly, for she and Fiar 
metta were on the best of terma. 

That morning the devil entered into 
Paul, for when he was repeating the Com- 
mandments he made the following startling 
statement, " Thou shalt do nine murders." 

" Paul ! " exdaimed Miss Ooodlake, hardly 
believing her own ears, " repeat the Sistii 
Commandment again." 

" Thou shalt do nine mnrders," reiterated 
Paul loudly and distinctly, with a atony 
countenance from which every trace of in- 
telligence was banished. 

Fiametta giggled. 

"Go to your room, Paul!" said Miss 
Ooodlake sternly, "and when you have 
reflected upon your levity and hardness of 
heart, come back and say the Sixth Com- 
mandment properly." 

Paul went, grinning delightedly at me 
through a chink in the door before he 
shut it. 

Twenty minutes passed, but Paul did 
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not Tetum. Miss Goodlake fidgeted and 
looked anxioua ; finally, giving each of us 
a page of history to prepare for dictation, 
she departed to look for Paul. 

She found him in his room right enough, 
but seated on the floor reading Fiametta's 
" Arabian Nights," which was scarcely what " 
she intended. Long time did she wrestle 
in ai^piment with Paul ; she tried persua- 
sion, she tried threats, she lectured, she 
preached, but nothing would induce him 
either to say that he was sorry or to reduce 
in any degree the number of his murders. 
Then nurse was sent for, the culprit was 
undressed and put to bed, the "Arabian 
Nights " taken away, and the blinds pulled 
down. 

Lunch time came and Paul was still un- 
repentant. Mother was told of his iniquity, 
and although she entirely approved of the 
measures Miss Goodlake had taken for his 
correction, she did not look quite as much 
shocked as might have been expected. A 
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thick Blice of 6xy bread and a glass of milk 
were sent in to Fatil for dinner, and we 
were all forbidden to go near him. Harry 
was particularly grumpy and hovered about 
the passage outside the prisoner's room, 
but did not dare go to him to lighten 
his captivity. A voice proclaiming at in- 
tervals, " She 's a beast, she 's a brate I " 
betrayed his unrepentant condition, but 
between whiles there was a sound of sob- 
bing which was unendurable, I took my 
courage in both hands and went to ask 
mother if I might go and talk to him, 
and try to bring him to a proper frame 
of mind. " He generally listens to me," 
I concluded. Mother looked me over as 
though she were considering my qualifioa^ 
tions. '* You may go," she said, ** but you 
are not to sympathise with him. He must 
apologise to Miss Goodlake before he is 
allowed to get up." 

I opened the door softly and shut it be- 
hind me. In the semi-darkness I could 
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only see a little huddled-up bundle on the 
bed, while a melancholy small voice re- 
peated in a sort of sing-song : " Nobody 
loves me, no, not one. Mother doesn't ' 
love me, father doesn't love me, Fee 
doesn't love me, Harry doesn't love me. 
Miss Goodlake — she's a beast, she's a 
brute ! I don't love her!" 

** Paul ! " I said softly, " I love you." 

He sat up in bed and regarded me with 
some surprise. " What time is it, Janey ? " 
he asked in a matterK)f-fact voice. 

"It's nearly half-past two, and I shall 
need to go to lessons directly. Oh, do say 
your Commandment right and that you 're 
sorry, and get up ; it 's hateful to have you 
mewed up here." 

" I 'm not sorry," said Paul obstinately. 

** But, Paul, think ! It 's very wicked to 
make fun of the Commandments, they are 
God's word." 

" 1 need n't obey God if I don't want to j 
I can go to Hell if I prefer it.'* 
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This rather took my breath away, but 
Paul never was even naughty like anybody 
else, and it was no use to be horrified, — that 
was what he was playing up for. I knew 
PauL 

"You wouldn't like it when you got 
there," I said cheerfully, " I 'm sure it 's a 
horrid place." 

He put his elbows on his knees and his 
chin in his hands, staring at me with big, 
interested eyes, the tears still wet on his 
cheeks. " How do you know ? " he asked. 

" It says 80 in ' Line upon Line.' " 

"Janey, I don't believe much of ^Line 
upon Line.' It 'a not real-sounding like the 
Bible." 

By '* real-sounding " he meant what re* 
viewers are pleased to call " convincing:" 
*'The love of lovely worda " was very 
strong in Paul, and from his babyhood he 
had oaired greatly how a story was told, 
his taste, as I have since discovered, being 
invariably and entirely right. 
131 
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*< What made 70a say that about the 
nmrders ? " I asked, feeling that if we began 
to discusB the relative literary merits of 
** Line upon Line " and the Bible, we ahonld 
never get any " forrader." 

" Because it annoyed me, and I wanted 
to watch Miss Gk>od]ake's face, aiA to see 
what would happen." 

" Well, you 've seen, and it is n't very 
nice; say your Commandment and get 
up ! " 

'* I *U say the old Commandment, but I 
won't say I'm sorry for sayii^ it wrong, 
'cause I 'm not. It was n't no mist^e." 

" Well, say you axe sorry to have vexed 
Miss Goodlake and mother." 

" I don't see why I should say it, — I 've 
been punished, I've paid for what I've 
done. I was naughty, and they've pun- 
ished me. There's an end of it. Why 
should I say I was sorry ? " 

" Because there won't be an end of it till 
you do." 
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Thifl seemed to strike Paul aa sotmd 
argument. He knitted his brows and pon- 
dered for a time, then said slowly, "It 
would be more sense if those Command- 
ments, instead of telling little childrra 
'thou shalt not' do all sorts of funny 
crimes they never want to do, said * Thou 
fAialt tell no lies even to get out of stopping 
in bed.' I 'm going to tell a lie now 'cause 
I 'm tired of being here. I 'm not sorty, 
not a bit. Bat Harry promised to bowl to 
me after tea, so I must get up somehow, — 
but it 's a nawful lie 1 " and Paul sighed, 
shaking his head over the inevitability of 
this peijury. 

"Are you never sorry when you are 
naughty ?" I asked mournfully ; such hard- 
ness of heart seemed incomprehensible in 
one so young. 

" Never," said Paul with evident convic- 
tion. " At least never at the time. Per^ 
haps I am a year after— a little— -if I re- 
member. I dare say when I am growed up 
188 
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I shall be awfully sorry, but it cornea v^ 
slow with me." 

Time was getting on. "What shall I 
say ; " I asked. " Shall I tell them you are 
sorry?" 

" There 's no use two of us tellin' lies," 
he answered magnanimously; *'you ask 
Miss Gh>od]ake to come here, and 1 11 do it 
all myself." 

" Oh, Paul, Paul, do try and/w/ sorry I " 

" Tell you what,' ' he exclaimed, jumping up 
and down with a radiant face, " I '11 p'etend 
I'm a prodigal. Then I'll feel ever so 
sorry. Hurry up and f etoh Miss Goodlake 1 " 

I hurried up. 

" Dear litUe boy," said Miss Goodlake to 
mother [t^t evening; "one forgives him 
all his naughtiness, he 'a so sweet about it 
afterwards." 

Motiier said nothing, and from the ex- 
presaon of her faoe it was borne upon my 
mind that she understood Paul 
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That youth wore a chastoied yet radiant 
aspect ior the rest of the day. At bedtime 
he remarked complacently to Harry, " I 've 
been such a nice prodigal, have n't IT" 

"/don't call you a prodigal/' answered 
Harry with that blimtneas characteristic of 
his remarks; "you're a humbug, that's 
what you are," 

" Well, it all means the same," retorted 
Paul with unconscious cynicism, as he de- 
parted to bed. 

" I do believe we mind his punishments 
more than he does," said Harry. 

In after life I have frequently reflected 
upon the seeming prerogative of Genius to 
make other people suffer for its sins. 
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I luTC jurt ts ilrat IDT *7M 

To go Bftilisff throoffb t^ ikliB^ 

To go uuling tax tmij 

To the pleuant Lud of Flir. 

B. L. & 

THE Vioar had flogged Harrj. That 
he had alao flogged his own son did 
not seem to make it any better. Hany 
was sore mentally and physicaUy ; although 
with that inborn sense of justice so often 
manifested in boys, and apparently left out 
in girls, he acknowledged that he deserved 
it. We by no means agreed with him. 
Paul's favourite phrase, " I don't see why," 
was reiterated till it seemed to form a sort 
of Greek chorus to the rest of our remarks. 
" How," we indigmmtly demanded, " is one to 
become a good shot with a catapult if one 
never practises at a mark t " and if one is 
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not a good shot with a catapult, all the 
more interestiDg, the higher w^ks in life, 
such as brigand or highwayman, are closed 
to one. In this instance a fiowerpot in 
dangerous proximity to the greenhouse had 
been the mark, and the greenhouse had 
suffered, hence these tears I 

We reflected upon these things sitting 
gloomily in two solemn rows on the shafts 
of a hay-cart, in the yard sacred to cow- 
sheds. And our sadness was in no way 
dispersed when Miss Goodlake found us, 
bearing the information that mother was 
going to take Paul, Fiametta, and me to 
a lecture that afternoon. Fiametta, who 
had never been to a lecture in her life, 
aggravated our sense of injury by seeming 
pleased at the intelligence. But Paul and 
I (Harry, being in disgrace, escaped), who 
had plumbed the hollowness of lectures to 
their dreary depths, went heavily. We 
could not discover tiiat any good purpose 
was served by our having to be arrayed in 
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Sunday seemliness on Wednesday after- 
noon, — a fine Wednesday afternoon, which 
might have been spent in the orchard, or 
by the river, was thus wrested from ns by 
the authorities, and sacrificed to the dark- 
some stuffiness of a lecture-theatre in the 
School of Art. Truly we had fallen on an 
evil day ! Lectures usually came in winter, 
and it did not in the least cheer us to be 
told that the lectiu^r was to return in the 
carriage with us to dine and sleep, that he 
was a most remarkable young man, and 
that Garohester might think itself very 
honoured in getting him to lecture at all : 
that father and mother had met him at a 
dinner-party at the Palace (only a bishop's 
palace, not a king's, and we did n't think 
much of it, it wasn't half so pretty as 
the Deanery which was joined right on 
to the Cathedral and looked like a bit of it), 
and that mother — why should she do these 
things T — had persuaded him to give this 
lecture in the off season. All this w«s ex* 
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plained to us <ui the wayto the lectme, and 
when we got there we found to our further 
aggravation that seats had been reserved 
for us in the front and lowest row, right 
in among all the Cathedral dignitaries. 

Our position was disappointing, because, 
as the seats in the lecture-theatre rose in 
tiers to the ceiling, we could, when seated 
fairly high — and especially if the room 
was dark as in the case of a lecture illus- 
trated by lantern slides — while away a 
tedious hour by blowing softly and steadily 
upon that member of the audience seated 
just below us. The nape of the neck was 
usually the spot selected, and it filled us 
with unholy glee when the victim shivered, 
looked round angrily for a possible open win- 
dow, and perhaps arranged some extra wrap 
in protection of the draught-beleaguered 
head. But no such solace was possible to 
us to-day. There did not seem any prospect 
of so much as an explosion, — a contingency 
we always looked forward to from that day 
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when, an experiment going wrong, a retort 
burst, making a glorioua mess and a smell 
so terrific that the audience was fain to 
take flight ten minutes too soon. To^y, 
however, no apparatus adorned the tabl^ 
nought hut a dejected-looking water-bottle 
and glass in forlorn solitude with a dismal 
expanse of blackboard as background. 

At last the lecturer appeared, and our 
indignation can better be imagined than 
described, when we discovered him to be 
the man, our man, of the red hair and 
kind blue eyes, who lay in the grass and 
seemed so sensible and understanding. In 
the excitement of this discovery, Paul stood 
right up in his place, and in a voice quite 
audible above tiie polite plaudits greeting 
the lecturer's entrance, exclaimed in tones 
of witiiering scorn, " Oh, you story t " 

He was evidenily conscious of his guilt, 
for he blushed up to the roots of his red 
hair, and regardless of custonuuy ordinance, 
came roimd the big oblong table to us, and 
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whispered, " I could n't help it, wait till I 
explain ; " then to mother reproachfully, 
" Why did you bring them ? I begged you 
not to." Then he went back behind the 
table again, and said^ " Ladiea and Gentle- 
men," and the lecture on " Eminent Zoolo- 
gists " began. 

I don't remember much about it except 
that it Beemed soon over, that there were 
lota of stories, and that what Paul after- 
wards called "those beetle-men" seraned 
good s(^ of people on the whole, and almost 
as much harassed as we were ourselves by 
uncomprehending outsiders. The bishop 
proposed a vote of thanks to the lecturer 
in his gentle, weak old voice, whereupon 
Paul murmured something to the effect 
Uiat a bishop must not be a brawler, ap- 
parently in explanation of the fact that 
what the bishop said could certainly not 
have been heard three rows back. Paul 
had an a^^pravating habit of learning whole 
chapters of the Bible at once, and he insisted 
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on reading it with the same voracity that 
he brought to eveiy other book. It ia a 
curious thing that so many otherwise intel- 
ligent and cultivated people seem to have 
inherited or absorbed the idea that the 
Bible is the one published book which it is 
well to read in snippets — a. verse or two 
at a time, regardleaa of context or sym- 
metry, or even meaning. There is, I be- 
lieve, a lai^ number of people who belong 
to various " unions " and " societies," which 
mark oS. for the daily reading of their 
members three or four texts, anA having 
read these texts conscientiously, the said 
members close their Bibles thoroughly con- 
vinced that by this means they are doing 
all that religion requires of them in the 
study of the Scriptnres. Is it not possible 
that this disjointed way of reading what 
is, after all, the finest example of style, con- 
struction, and reasoned narrative in our 
language, may have something to do with 
the narrowness, unreason, and complete 
142 
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ccmtradiction by conduct, of expressed belief 
that one so often meets with in what are, 
appwently, sincerely religious people T 

Harry and I each read one verse of the 
Bible d^y out of a birthday book, and were 
quite satisfied therewith, but Paul would 
have none of such niggardly methods, read- 
ing bia Bible as greedily as he read Norse 
Tales; the result being that he knew all 
his favourite passages by heart, and bia 
vocabulary was frequently embelliahed by 
adjectives more forcible than usual or 
polite. 

**Well, you weren't so long as some of 
them," he remarked cheerfully to the 
lecturer, when we were all packed into the 
wagonette, and Dutton had - whipped up 
the horses. 

" I tried not to be long, but I fear I was 
dull ; was I very dull ? " he asked pleadingly, 
turning to Fiametta. People so often asked 
Fiametta'a opinion of things, though she 
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was always ready enough to give it unasked. 
I used to think she obtained so much at- 
tention because she was always dressed in 
blue. 

" I liked it," she said quite simply and 
mucerely ; " I 've never been to one before." 

" Perhaps that 's why," laughed the 
leotuier. 

Mother looked rather puzzled. She was, 
however, seldom surprised at auything Paul 
might do or say. Seven years of him had 
taught her that the unexpected' was always 
sure to happen. She knew that we had 
already met the " red giant," aa we after- 
wards learned to call him, and asked no 
questions as to what had happened on that 
occasion. Mother never worried us with 
questions about trifles as do so many 
parents. She told me the other day that 
it was Paul, who had taught her this beau- 
tiful reticence — a reticence immensely ap- 
preciated by children. In early nursery 
days when Paul was little more than a 



The Red Giant 

baby, somebody broke all the legs off the 
Noah's ark animals. Norse suspected Paul, 
and cross-questioned him carefully, but be 
flatly denied the o£Eence. Harry was sure 
he had done it, and enraged at his un- 
veracity, shook him, crying angrily, " You 
must tell the truth ! you shall ! " 

Paul lifted his queer, obstinate baby-face, 
and looking hia brother fuU in the eyes, 
gasped firmly in between the shakes, " No 
— I sail — not — apeak — ve troof , — 'cause 
if I do, you — will be angry wiv — me. I 
sail not speak any troof at all I " 

After schoolroom tea we all went out 
into the garden where we could be well 
seen from the drawing-room windows, in 
the hope that the friendly giant would see 
us and come out. Fiametta was for fetch- 
ing him there and then, but w€ were not 
poet's daughters, and such a daring scheme 
was not to be entertained for a moment. 
If he wanted to come he 'd come, and if 
he didn't come, then we should be reluo- 
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tantly compelled to suspect him ol inferior 
tastes^ and would remove Mm from ihe 
pedestal he at that moment happened to 
occupy in the gallery of our admirations. 

"I know he'll come if I sing," said 
Fiametta. 

"Well, then, sing now," said Harry, 
" but, for mercy's sake, don't go on singing 
after he does come and we want to talk 
to him," 

We had already suffered somewhat from 
Fiametta's habit of absorbing attention, for 
somehow she did absorb attention to a really 
aggravating extent. Last time Sergeant 
came, she sang to him all the time, and he 
told us nothing interesting as he usually 
did, and the worst of it was that he kept 
asking her to sing again 1 

" I sha'n't sing at all," she said huffily ; 
** and you 're very rude. You see whether 
he comes if I don't." 

" Don't what ?" asked a voice, and there 
was the Giant in our midst ; he had come 
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softly over the grtuu while we were disput- 
ing ; " if there are any people here who 
sing, I wish they would," he continued aa 
no one answered. 

"Fiametta sings," sa^ Harry, anxious 
to make amends. 

" WlU you sing for us, please T " asked 
the Giant as he laid his long length on the 
grass beside us, peering up into Fiametta's 
face aa she sat with bent head making a 
daisy chain. 

** If I do, will you sing for me 7 " she 
answered — '^just aa if he was her own 
a^," I thought to myself indignantly. 

" Oh, yes, I '11 sing, but we must come 
farther away from the house first, I make 
an awful row. Besides, all my songs have 
got choruses and you must all join in. 
Let 's go and sit in the hayfield, it has just 
been cut and smells so jolly." 

We scrambled to our feet, and he led the 
way across the garden and over the sunk 
fence to where " the happy hills of hay," 
147 
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soft and Bcented, grey-green and clean, lay 
billowing in the rosy-tinted evening light. 

We all cuddled down and the giant said, 
" Now, blue maiden ! " 

Fiametta took off her white cotton hat 
and draped the daisy chain round her head 
till she looked like Botticelli's " Frimavera," 
then, in a little high-pitched voice abso- 
lutely sweet and true, sang the Basque song 
** Alza " in French, with much gesticulation 
and dramatic effect. It is a long song with 
abundant repetition, but as she had trans- 
lated it, and it contained something of a 
story we consented to feel some interest in 
the beau capUame who refused to sing 
*' Alza " at the queen's command because 

"NineUa la belle, Mnetta Pin^dUe 
Avait, et pour toi^ours, oubtii aes amours," 

The giant was assuredly charmed by the 
performance, clapped his hands and shouted 
"bis," which proceeding we were disposed 
to resent as affected on his part ; and Fisr 
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metta was only too ready to respond to his 
enthusiasm and was just beginning an in- 
terminably long ballad about one "Don 
Fernando," when Harry pulled her over 
backwards into tiie hay, and reminded the 
Giant that Ae was to sing next. And this 
is the song he sang in a big bass Toice that 
made the welkin ring : 

" In dftyes gone bye there lived a kni^ite. 
His name wft> Thom&a Crofte ; 
He 'd fongbt in war and toamsment, 
Full manye times and ofte ; 
He loved a maiden fiuie and illm, 
A lovely maid was she, 

Chorus 
" And all he did waa for ye maide, 
And all she did for he. 
Thomas Crofte, Thomas Crofte, loved ye f aire ladye. 

"Her father was a cruel lorde, 
And lustily he swore, 
That Crofte ahoold never wed the m^e, 
Or cross his threshold doore ; 
Now Crofte had sworn she should be hie. 
And so of conrae yon see, 
149 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

OkOTUt 

"That all he did, etc 

*' One night, tiie wind was roaring loud, 
Grofte mounted on his horse, 
Bode forth, determined ere the dawn. 
To take hia love by force ; 
He tooke with him hie Tassala all, 
A goodlie oompanee, 

ChoTua 
** For all he did was for ye maide, etc 

" On that same nigbte, ye lorde rode forth 
With all his men at arms, 
He'd sworn to seize upon poor Grofte, 
His castle, and his farms; 
A.B luck would have it^ neiUier met, 
So each a castle lost. 
And each a castle gained as well, 
Unto the other's cost. 

Cftorus 
"Thomas Crofte, Thomas Grofte, loved ye fairs 
ladye. 

" Ye lorde he took Crofte's castle 
Without a single blowe. 
For Grofte was not at borne that nigh^ 
As yon and I well knowe ; 
150 
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Ye lorde then aate him downe to drink^ 
With all his might and main, 
And drank bo much and ate bo maoh. 
He Dever row t^ain. 



CAorus 
"Thomas Crofte, Thomas Crofte, loved ye (aire 
ladye. 

" Now Crofte, he took a caatle 
Such wu hia irondroas lucke, 
He got a pretty wife as veil, 
Without e'en one blow etnicke ; 
His owne castle he got again, 
And lived right menilee. 

Chorus 
" For bU be did was (or hie wife, 
And all she did for he. 
Tbomas Crofte, Thomas Crofte, loved ye faire 
ladye I" 

I have quoted the whole song because I 
hare never heard any one but the giant sing 
it ; it was a continual joy to ns, as on no 
occasion did we ever meet him without de- 
manding a rendering ol this soi^, and time 
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and place permitting, he never disappointed 
ua. He was a man of parts, that giant, and 
bid fair to rival even Sergeant in our affec- 
tions, for he knew all manner of wonderful 
things about plants and birds and the shy, 
small denizens of wood and field ; moreover, 
he bad the gift of " telling," and because 
to him these things were of the supremest 
importance and interest, his enthusiasm in 
its absolute sinceritj was contagious, so 
that we also learned to use our eyes as we 
had never done before, and it began to dawn 
upon us that perhaps Natural History as 
studied by individuals — not by societies — 
might be possessed of hitherto unsuspected 
charms. One day when he was with ua 
and we were all looking for a strayed hedge- 
hog, he found a nest of black furry cater- 
pillars in a bed of tall stinging nettles — 
such funny little black balls of fur they 
were, — like Persian kittens; he took the 
whole lot back to the house in his hand- 
kerchiefs- like us, he was by no means 
I£2 
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particular as to the use he made of hia 
handkerchief — and he made us a cage out 
of a big wooden box with a sliding glass front 
like a window. Holes were bored in the 
roof that the caterpiUars might have plenty 
of air. It stood in the schoolroom window, 
and we fed them with nettles every day 
till they turned into chrysalis, and hung 
themselves up on the roof of the box for 
all the world like bo many bats. By and 
by there came a great, a tremendous day, 
when the black sheaths burst, and out 
came the peacock-butterflies in their dozens. 
We took them in handfuls out to the front 
drive, watched them open and spread their 
wonderful downy wings gorgeous with blue 
and crimson and purple-brown, hover a mo- 
ment on the kind little brown huids that 
held them up to the warm sunshine, then, 
timidly at first, and weakly, flutter away 
into the glad green garden; presently, as 
their wings grew stronger, joyfully sweep- 
ing hither and thither, so beautiful and 
168 
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lustrouB that they seemed the incarnated 
spirits of the summer. 

The whole household turned out to see 
them, and baby Lucy made a pretty picture 
as she stood on the front steps holding out 
her plump pink arms, that the sleepy " new- 
bom butterflies " might take their first flight 
from ofE t^eir soft, warm surface. 

All that summer the garden was glorified 
by these living flowers, for some of them 
never deserted us, and in some dim, uncon- 
scious fashion, it is possible that we realised 
the blessedness oi their presence. 
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THE PIANO-TtmEB'S HAT 

. . . u on* bediadtunod with itam 
And bita of gUn. 

W. £. Hbxut 

WHATEVEB Fiametta happened to 
be reading altered her whole char- 
acter for tiie time being. So noticeable 
were these temporary transformationB, that 
when they met at lunch father woold call 
out cheerily, ** And who are you to-day, little 
blue maid ? " Whereupon Fiametta would 
gravely give him the desired information, 
proceeding by her walk and conversation 
(particularly her walk) to portray the 
character with an accuracy of detail, which 
she in no way extended to her ordinary 
studies. 

Together we read and wept over " Uncle 
Tom's Cabin," a classic for which 1dm 
1&5 
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Goodlake had profound respect. The bojs 
did not like it. Harry said it made him 
hot all over, when people died and talked 
about heaven. Such scenes seemed to have 
an mjurious effect upon his temper, for he 
usually relieved his harrowed feelings by 
punching Paul, and there was no end of 
a rumpus in consequence. 

But in addition to ** Uncle Tom's Cabin," 
Fiametta's visit to us had opened up to her 
an entirely new class of literature, — that of 
the goody-goody order, beloved by the 
sentimental governess, and still to be met 
with in the schoolroom libraries of country 
houses. Such works filled our souls wit^ 
an aJmost homicidal vindictivenesa. But 
Fiametta seemed able to regard the whole 
matter from an impersonal point of view. 
Her mental attitude was that of the anxious 
inquirer ; the novelty of the thing attracted 
her; she immediately adopted the char^ 
acters, one after tlie other, and would keep 
up the pose for hours at a stretch. She 
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had one great grief, however ; with a passion- 
ate craving she hungered aft6r long hair, 
while her own, thick and short and curly 
at the ends, barely reached her shoulders, 
nor showed any signs of lengthening, prayed 
she never so. 

Night after night she bombarded heaven 
with petitions that her hair might grow 
down to her knees, like the fair Persian's in 
the "Arabian Nights." Morning by morn- 
ing she leapt lightly out of bed to feel be- 
hind her back whether she could yet reach 
it, and never could. 

" Do you think it 's a tiny bit longer, 
Janey?" she would ask eagerly, and I, 
with the frank brutality of youth, would 
give forth an uncompromising negative. 

**If only my neck was shorter,*' she 
sighed, " my hair would be longer, would n't 
it?" 

Yet even out of this trouble — and to 
Piametta it was very real and abiding — 
like Sentimental Tommy she "found a 
157 
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way " in tiie shape of a large, white, cro- 
cheted antimacassar on raie of the Bchool- 
room chairs. This she commandeered, and 
fastened it round her head so that it flowed 
down her back and swung gracefully be- 
hind as she walked. 

No mere worda can express the comfort 
that this adornment was to Fiametta. By 
its means she enacted all her favourite 
heroines, and when she sported the antima- 
cassar we knew that, so far as everyday life 
was concerned, she was of no earthly use. 

For instance, did she flit lightly down a 
garden path, stopping at times to smell 
a rose, and smiling seraphically with a 
heavenly expression while she "hummed 
in a low voice — " 

*' < I see a band of apirits bright, 
That taste the glories there ; 
They all are robed io spotleas white, 
Aiid conquering palms they bear.' " 

We knew that she was Eva in "Uncle 
Tom's Cabin," and that the antimacassar 
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represented a " golden haze of hair." And 
she was really serionslj annoyed with the 
rest of us, because we absolutely, and with 
considerable heat, refused to enact the 
weeping slaves in her deathbed scene. 
- **You might as well," she exclaimed 
indignantly; "I could die so beautifully, 
and you 've noUiing to do but kneel round 
and sob, — I'll do all the talking, and it 
would be jvat like the book." But we 
were adamant. The characters of Uncle 
Tom, Aunt Chloe, and company held no 
charms for ns. Even Paul, who usually 
was ready to "pretend" anything, drew 
the line here. 

Did she walk slowly and painfully, with 
drooping bead and downcast eyes, the 
antimacassar draped gracefully about her 
cheeks, she was the persecuted " Ellen " in 
that truly aggravating work "Home In- 
fluence," — a book which Miss Goodlake 
read aloud to us every day for half an hour 
after lunch, when we had to lie stretched 
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on backboards. The antimacassar had its 
part in every character. She came to 
prayers in it one morning and enjoyed 
herself immensely, kneeling in a graceful 
attitude, while, owing to her position, it 
"flowed almost to her knees." She was 
transported with joy, and was only brought 
back to earth when mother, who always 
read prayers, and on this occasion lost her 
place, called her back afterwards, and told 
her she was not to wear it at prayers again, 
— an arbitrary and narrow-minded ultima- 
tum, filling Fiametta with sorrow. How- 
ever, she accepted it with meekness, for 
that day she happened to be the " playful 
Emmeline," and it would not have done to 
be rebellious in that character. Had she 
happened to be the " haughty Caroline," 
I tremble to think of the ructions that 
might have ensued. 

Miss Goodlake had finished "Home In- 
fluence," and begun, so far as my memory 
serves me, upon a work entitled " Ruth 
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Clayton : a Tale for Thoughtful Girls," a 
little thin volume with large print and 
highly coloured illuBtrationa, which depicted 
Ruth as a being of superhuman neatness, 
who carried a basket on her left arm, and 
had long ringlets. It was evidently written 
with the intention of instilling into the 
youthful mind a clear conception of the 
beauty of order. It devoted whole chap- 
ters to the tidying propensities of Ruth, the 
heroine, and Fiametta — chiefly attracted, 
I verily believe, by the long ringlets — set 
herself to imitate Buth with all her might 
and main. 

She donned the antimacassar; it "flowed 
to her waist," and she took to putting 
away everybody's things with such good- 
will, that we could none of us put down 
anything anywhere without losing it. 

On the whole, nurse approved of this 
game. Fiametta, of the artistic tempera- 
ment, was naturally extremely untidy, and 
left her things about everywhere ; but dur- 
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ing the Buth Clayton incarnation, ^e was a 
model of neatness, and received nurse's 
commendation with smiles and curtsies 
(Ruth always curtsied when spoken to by 
her elders), and with graceful swings of the 
antimacaasar. On the third morning Fia- 
metta got up at five to gather strawberries 
(antimacassar and basket both to the fore) 
for Miss Goodlake'a breakfast, and nurse, 
who alwa3rs seemed to " feel it in her bones " 
when any of us had wet feet, pounced upon 
her as she came in, and found her so 
dreadfully wet that she had to change 
everything, 

*' What 's the good of going to get straw- 
berries for Miss Groodlake now?" I had 
grumbled sleepily, as she got up. " There 'U 
be plenty at lunch." 

" Ruth Clayton gathered strawberries for 
her teacher before breakfast, and so I shall 
get them for mine. I do wish I had * a 
little pitcher of cream ' to put with them. 
Do you think cook would give me one ? " 
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" I 'm sure she would n't ; she 's always 
awfully cross before breakfast," and I turned 
over and was soon asleep, while Fi^netta, 
who pined for pattens, was picking her way 
delicately ct la Ruth Clayton, on the path 
that led to the strawberry bed. 

This was Sunday. On Monday the piano- 
tuner came. He used to walk out from 
Garchester evety two months or so to tune 
both mother's and the schoolroom piano. 
We rather liked his visits, for he was a 
good-natured Uttle man, who, if he hap- 
pened to come in playtime, would let us 
stand round the piano and watch the en- 
trancing little hammers twinkle in and out 
as he struck the keys. 

On this particular day, however, we only 
came in from our walk as he was leaving. 
Fiametta was having her music lesson on 
the newly tuned schoolroom piano. When 
we arrived the little man was wandering 
round the hall in an aimless sort of way, and 
the parlour-maid asked him if he wanted 
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anything, when he explained that he had 
mislaid hia hat 

" I put it down on the hall table when I 
came in," he said, "but some one must 
have moved it; yet I don't see it on the 
rack." Neither did the parlour-maid, nei- 
ther did we. There were a great many 
hata on the rack, but they all belonged to 
father, who fondly cherished the most 
ancient head-gear, and none of them in the 
least resembled the smart " topper " that 
always crowned the piano-tuner's immacu- 
late frock-coated costume. 

High and low they hunted for that hat, 
but nowhere could it be fonnd. Finally 
both father and mother were apprised of 
tiie mysterious disappearance, and father 
good-naturedly offered him any hat he liked 
to go home in. But the piano-tuner looked 
at them askance, and when he ^ally tried 
one on, remarked pathetically that it " over- 
'atted " him, as it most certainly did. 

He seemed loath to depart hatless, for fear 
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of sunstroke, and was finally fitted with 
a " straw " belonging to Paul, — a hat with a 
singularly narrow brim adorned with a 
cheerful red ribbon. Under this covering 
the poor man set forth diffidently, as one 
ashamed. 

Mother was quite distressed, for it really 
seemed that the hat had been stolen, and for 
the rest of the week feeble efforts were made 
to keep theeyer-open hall door shut. Father, 
of course, wrote to the man togo and buy him- 
self a new hat and send the bill to him. 

On the following Sunday morning we 
heard nurse scolding in the boys' room, and 
there seemed to be such an excitement and 
so much noise, that Fiametta and I few out 
of bed and across the passage in no time, 
to see what it was all about. 

Nurse was standing by Paul's bed — he 
was in Harry's — in the act of laying out 
their " Etona " and Sunday things generally, 
and on the bed lay two top hats. 

Now Paul had not yet been promoted 
165 
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to a top hat, and Then Fiametta saw the 
two hats she burst into uncontrollable fita 
of laughter, exclaiming joyouflly, " I did it, 
I put it away. I saw it when I came in 
from mj walk before the others, because it 
was my music lesson, and I thought it was 
Harry's, so I just thought I 'd be kind and 
put it away for him. It waa one of the 
Buth Clayton days I " 

Nurse turned upon her, axid proclaimed 
her the " most hinterferingest chUd she ever 
see." Fiametta, hurt and indignant that 
no one else seemed to appreciate her ex- 
cellent motives — or the joke — washed her 
hands of Ruth Clayton and all her works 
from that day forth. 

After that we did n't lose so many things, 
and for a few days even the antimacassar 
was allowed to sprawl in leisured ease over 
its appointed chair. Fiametta bad decided 
to impersonate some heroine who had just 
recovered from a fever, during which her 
'* luxuriant hair " had all been cut off. 
166 
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O laara to 1ot« ; tha laasoQ ii bat pUn, 
And onoe nude perfect, nerer loot again. 

VekuS AMD AdOKU 

"T SUPPOSE," Fiametta said meditatively, 
X "that we go to church to oblige Godl" 

It was Trinity Sunday, a strange dean 
had preached at our church, preached for 
thirty-five minutes, and there had been the 
Athanasian Creed aa weU. Therefore did 
Harry, Fiametta, and I ait on the lawn after 
limch and comment freely upon the length 
of that same sermon. 

" I never mind the sermon," said Paul, 
who was lying flat on his back, looking up 
into the elm for squirrels; *'you can always 
think of something else." 

"Tou can," said Harry bitterly. 
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It was all vei^ well for Paul; Sonday 
by Sunday he arranged flome topic for 
reflection, which held him entranced so long 
as the sermon lasted. He played long games 
with himself, took imaginaiy and wholly 
delightful journeys, and generally enjoyed 
himself in a fashion singularly irritating 
to the rest of us who were not similarly 
endowed with powers of detachment. 

"I seem to have to listen," sighed 
Fiametta. 

"I never IMen" said Harry, "but it 
interrupts me all the same. Now to-day I 
tried to make up my batting averages, but 
I got them all wrong. Come on, Paul, and 
see if any of those chrysalises have come 
out." 

In silence we watched the boys till they 
disappeared behind the angle of the house ; 
than Fiametta exclaimed diacontentedly, 
" I 'm tired of fields j I want streets and 
people. I long to hear the roar and rumble 
of cabs and 'buses and the jingle of the 
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little bells on the hanaoms. You 've never 
been in London, Janey, and you don't know 
bow dear and bustling and &S.YB it all is. 
Ob, I wfmt a noise, and people ! " 

" Well, you had noise enough and people 
yesterday, and when we got home you said 
bow lovely it was to get into the country 
again." I rather resented any attitude of 
mind that could seem to disparage fields. 

Fiametta didn't answer for a minute; 
she was sitting on the grass in her favourite 
attitude, her chin on her knees and her 
long arms clasping them, her eyes gazing 
wearily over the green stretch. Then she 
gave a big aigh, saying, " It 's the circus 
that 's done it. I was quite contented with 
the country till this morning, but now I 
want to go back to the circus, Janey, I 
want people." 

** We can't go back," I said sadly ; " they 
won't take us again, you know — we never 
go more than once to the same circus." 

"Why not?" 
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For the life of me I ooold n't tell. I only 
knew the sad finality of ihe fact, so I said 
feebly, *' People don't, you know." 

Fiametta scrambled to her feet, saying 
desperately, "Well, we must go somewhere, 
anyhow. There 's a boy getting birds' eggs 
by the copse yonder — let's go and see 
what he's found." 

"He can't be getting birds* eggs, they're 
all hatched." 

" Well, let 's go and send him away ; 
he 's not one of your peasants." 

Fiametta had a way of talking of all 
poor people aa peasants. It was like a 
French exercise and amused us greatly. 
Now she dropped lightly over the sunk 
fence and made straight for the boy through 
the long grass, I following somewhat un- 
willingly, for I was by no means eager to 
interview the stranger, having learned by 
bitter experience that trespassers are not 
uniformly civil, and having, moreover, a 
fellow-feeling for all such as sought sanct- 
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nary in hedge, or ditch, or gay green 
\mdergrowth. 

The boj saw ns, and, leaning against the 
fence that separated copse from field, 
awaited our coming with perfect coolness. 
He was not a big boy — no taller than 
Fiametta — with a thin p^e face, neatly 
and quietly dressed; his appearance was 
quite ordinary, save that in some subtle, 
intangible fashion, he differed entirely from 
either the village or such Gui^ester boys 
as crossed our fields on their way to bathe. 

The grass in that particular field had not 
been cut, and our crossing left a long track 
which would have annoyed father exceed- 
ingly had he seen it. The boy looked at 
us, at the trampled grass, and then hegan 
to whistle. 

It was the most odious, a^ravating, 
BUf^^estive whistle. It seemed to imply a31 
manner of derisive things on the subject of 
tiespassera, at the same time proclaiming 
with tiiUs of exceeding clearness that this 
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particiilar treapaaaer was fully alive to the 
Talae of hay, and that he, at all events, had 
come round by the hedge. 

All this, and more, did hia whistle convey 
what time he leant against the fence ; even 
when we stopped quite close to him he con- 
tinued to whistle and survey the country 
round just as if nobody was there. 

Fiametta could bear it no longer. " What 
do you want, boy? " she asked haughtily. 

"Nothin", thank you, Miss — nothin' at 
all," he answered, with an excess of civility 
that savoured of patronage. 

" But what are you doing here ? " per- 
sisted Fiametta. 

" Nothin', Miss — cawn't you see ? " 

" But why have you come ? " Fiametta 
continued, her voice getting more and more 
** esaasperated " with each question. 

" For to take the hair, and call on the 
fambly, which some of it ain't at *ome, 
aeemin'ly," said the boy, and he deliber- 
ately winked at me. 
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Fiametta gave a little gasp, and flung 
up her hand as though to catch the wink as 
it passed. "Boy," she cried, "have you 
ever been in London?" 

"'As your nusa ever rubbed your nose 
up the wrong way w'en die washed your 
face?" demanded the boy ironically. 

" Certainly not," Fiametta answered has- 
tily ; " I should n't allow it." 

" Well, little gel, I Ve been in the good 
old village a bit oftener than that, and I 'm 
goin' agen this side Christmas if I can fit 
it in — any messages I can take to the royle 
dooks as is plainly your near relations ? " 

Fiametta had been staring hard at the 
boy during this speech, and now she gave a 
little cry and clutched laj arm, exclaiming, 
" Why, Janey, it 's little Anthony ! " 

Here siure enough was " little Anthony " 
of the previous aftemocm. It is true that 
the celebrity in question looked quite differ- 
ent in pepper-and-salt coat and trousers 
from the marvellous being in tights and 
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apangles who rode three bare-backed ponies 
at a tearing gallop round the ring in his 
*' marvellous equestrian feat"; but there 
was no mistaking face and figure once you 
penetrated the commonplace sheath of Sun- 
day clothes. 

« I am so glad to see jou," Fiametta con- 
tinued, flushed and radiant, " for now you 
can tell us all about the circus. How does 
one get into the circus ? " She clasped her 
hands and looked appealingly at the boy ; 
but he appeared quite unmoved, opened 
his. mouth, and briefly ejaculated, "Gate 
money ! " 

" But I mean how does one act ? Would 
they have me, do you think ? I 'd like so 
much to be a fairy ! " 

" Wot kin you do ? " he demanded judi- 
cially; "kin you do this?" And in far 
less time than it takes to read the query, 
he flung himself into space, caught hia cap 
in his teeth as it was falling, and resting 
hia hands on the top bar of the fence held 
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his body rigid in the air aboTe ns; and, 
before we had properly realised the wonder, 
was sitting on the top rail, apparently 
awaiting Fiametta's reply, unmored, un- 
changed, not even flushed. 

"I certainly can't do that," said Fia- 
metta slowly. 

" Kin you ride ? " 

" No-o-o ; not well." 

" Then you ain't no sort o* use to hus," 
said the boy decidedly. " If you was werry 
thin, or hextra staout, or hanythink at all 
art o' the common, you might 'ave a chanst 
as a freak; but you're the most omariest 
little gel I ever see. You 'aven't no sort 
o' chanst ! " 

Fiametta looked very mortified. "I'm 
not an ordinary little girl," she cried. 
"I'm — " 

"Well," jeered the boy. "Haout with 
it — toot are ya'?" 

** I'm a poet's daughter," she said 
proudly. "My father is a great artist; 
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but jou won't imderstand, iboogh you — 
even you — are an artist in your way." 

" Hartiflt ? Blowed if I am I " he iuf 
terrupted, for the first time losing his ex- 
treme calm; "none of your pavement 
blewin for me, I 'm a cut above that, any- 
ways," and he looked almost as indignant 
as Fiametta when he called her "the oma- 
riest little gel." 

** But you are" she persisted ; " they call 
you so in the programme." 

"Oh! Hawteest — I didn't quite ketch 
yer meanin'." The boy screwed up his 
mouth and whistled ; Fiametta sat down on 
the grass and clasped her knees once more ; 
but all the time she never took her eyes 
off "little Anthony." 

"Boy," she began again, "are you 
happy?" 

The boy stopped whistling, got down 
from his perch, picked a piece of grass and 
began to chew it. 

*'On'y this momin'," he said slowly, "a 
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hold lidy ast me if I was sived, an' now a 
bloomin' kid asts me if I'm 'appy! I 
never did ! " 

" Are they kind to you ? " Fiametta con- 
tinued, ignoring the indignity of " blooming 
kid." " I read in a book, and Miss Good- 
lake — that's Janey's govemeaa — told me 
yesterday that they 're not always kind to 
children in circuses. Do they love you? " 

*' Do they love me ? " the boy repeated 
in accents of unutterable scorn; "they'd 
find theirselvea in Queer Street if they 
began a-loviu' of me." 

"But don't you love anybody?" 

Something in her voice seemed to arrest 
his attention ; he looked hard at her, ask- 
ing suspiciously, " You ain't got any of them 
little books 'idden about ya', 'ave ya' ? " 

"What little books?" 

** Them traxes." 

" What are traxes ? " 

"Oh, you ain't got none — that's all 
right. Wot was it you ast me?" 
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*'I'm afraid/* said Elametta politely, 
"that you didn't understand me. I only 
said, ' Don't you love anybody ? ' I loTe so 
many people, and such heaps of people love 
me — my Daddie best of aJl," and, as always 
when she spoke of her father, Fiametta's 
eyes grew big and shining. 

The boy looked at her, then back into the 
copse, and as he looked it seemed to me 
that something of her expression passed 
into his own eyes as he said gently, " We Ve 
all on us got folks as we 're fond of." Then, 
in a shout, "All right, old girll I'm ^ 
comin' ! " and, following his gaze as he 
turned, we saw a woman standing in the 
broad pathway that ran the whole length 
of the copse. She was quite a common- 
looking woman, fat and gaudily dressed, 
her hands full of willow-weed and colnm- 
bmes that she had gathered. " Pleased to 
'are met you," said the boy airily, as he 
swung himself OTer the fence. 

"Wait one minute!" cried Fiametta 
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hastily. "You're never told me if you 
I like being in the circus." 

*' I likes it, an' I 'ates it," he said shortly, 
and turned catherine-wheels till he reached 
the woman. She put her arm round his 
shoulders and they walked away together. 

" I 'm glad there 's some one," said Fi»- 
metta softly. 



jbyGoogIc 



XIV 

CANON Sm JOHN 

... bappy that I can 
fie crossed and thwarted as a man, 
Not I alt in God's contempt apart 
With ghostly smooth life dead at heart, 
Tame in earth's paddock as her priis. 

BoBERT BsowiniTa 

HARBT had to go to the dentist to 
have a tooth stopped. Now there 
is nothing very surprising in that, but I 
happen to remember it because of some- 
thing else that happened. 

The dentist lived in a little street, called 
College Court, that led from the North 
Gate into the Cathedral Close. We rather 
resented the fact that he did live there, 
because we deemed it imsuitable somehow, 
almost verging on the irreverent, that any 
one should live imder the very shadow of 
tbe Cathedral who was otherwise than pic- 
turesque or dignified in appearance. Most 



jbyGoogIc 



Canon Sir John 

of the clergy living in the Close approached 
our ideal of congndty, though many of 
them fell far short of it — but the dentist ! 
a little sandy-haired, feebly-joking " man- 
let/' as Paul called him, with fat, soft 
hands, smelling of brown Windsor soap — 
such as he, we felt sure, had no right there. 

And now, because mother had to pay a 
call on the other side of Garchester and 
did not want us, she had taken the cai^ 
riage, leaving Mametta and me, as well 
as Miss Goodlake, to wait at Mr. Boodle's 
with Harry. There was not a single new 
volume of Punch on the round table with 
the green cloth. We soon finished the 
current Qraphie and lUustraied London 
News — why is it that dentists and doctors 
always seem to take in those periodicals ? 
— and still Harry's summons came not. 

We sat very still and talked in whispers, 
till suddenly Harry, who was sitting in 
the window trying to look unconcerned, 
exclaimed, " There 's Canon Sir John, and 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

he's going home. Couldn't the girls go 
round and ask him for some mulberry 
leavea for the silkworms? and we'll call 
for them when Mr. Boodle has done with 
me! " 

" Oh, do let us 1 " cried Fiametta, forget- 
ting to whisper in her excitement; ''he's 
got such a beautiful garden — and it's so 
pokey here. Besides, last time I saw him, 
he told me he hoped I 'd come and see him 
again soon." 

" He said he hoped we 'd all come and 
see him again soon," I corrected. Fiametta 
had an a^ravating way of appropriating 
all the pretty speeches. Miss Goodlake 
considered. "I don't like you going by 
yourselves," she hesitated. 

" But you can see us oat of the window 
till we 're nearly there." 

"Well, you must go siraiffM there — " 
but we did not wiut for her to finish the 
sentence. We flew across the narrow pas- 
sage and out of Mr. Boodle's front door, 
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which we banged gleefully — through the 
Cathedral gardens, round bj the fl}ing but* 
tresa, and into the big cool porch, where 
we pulled Sir John's bell rather timidly; 
it was suspended from the roof of tike 
porch by a long chaio, with a fox's brush 
for a handle; we heard it pealing and 
clanging in some distant pantry, and felt 
almost wicked to have raised such a clan- 
gour in that still, dignified house. 

Everything in Sir John's house was 
stately and polished and old. Sir John 
himself was old, livii^ quite alone witii 
several old servants, who adored him but 
deprecated the company he kept For he, 
the handsomest, most courteous and hos- 
pitable cleric in the county, sometimes en- 
tertained steange guests. Sulor men from 
the docks, match-^ls from the factories, 
mechanics from the waggon works, all 
came to visit Canon Sir John; and his 
was that old-time form of hospitality which 
considered tiie breaking of bread, to say 
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nothing of the " cracking of a bottle," the 
^sential part of a cordial welcome. He 
was not one of those sophists who let you 
depart after a ten-mile drive unrefreshed, 
with the feeble excuse, *' I 'm afraid it 's 
too early to offer you tea." You were 
sure of your tea with Canon Sir John, 
even if you went to call at half^past two 
in the afternoon. 

A very solemn, tall man-servant opened 
the door. First of all he gazed into space 
over our heads, then graduaUy, as if with 
difficulty, lowered hia gaze till he brought 
us into focus with a sort of start of surprise. 

" We 've come to see Canon Sir John," 
announced Fiametta, quite unabashed by 
his haughty stare. "We know he's at 
home," she continued, "because we saw 
bini go in and couldn't catch him. If 
he *s in the garden, we '11 go to him there.*' 

The tall man-servant hesitated for a min- 
ute, unbent so much as to smile, then 
waved his hand a^ though giving us hia 
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blesaing, and with the words, " This way, 
madam 1 " (I wondered which of us he 
meant) led us through the cool, dark, oak- 
panelled hall, down a long, carpeted corri- 
dor, and out into the garden. 

It waa the most beautiful garden in a 
close that boasted many beautiful gardens. 
But this was the shadiest, the grassiest, and, 
as Paul put it, the " floweringest " of them 
all. A lawn of grass — just close-growing, 
velvet grass, with never a daisy, plantaia, 
or even clover to mar its perfect texture — 
spread itself from the house to the far south 
wall where the peaches grew, like an emer- 
ald set in a border of innumerable other 
stones. The garden itself, with its broad 
paths bordered by great clamps of phlox, 
Japanese lilies, big rose-bushes, and multi- 
coloured Sweet Williams, always seemed 
in some way subservient to that exquisite 
lawn, which, in addition to a tulip tree and 
.several fine beeches, boasted the largest 
mulberry tree in the county. 
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Canon Sir John was sitting under the 
tulip tree in a deep-seated basket chair. 
His hat and stick and an open letter lay 
on the grass beside him. But he was not 
reading. He sat forward in his chair, his 
long white bands clasped on the arms, think- 
ii^ 80 deeply that he did not notice us as 
we came over the grass towards him. 

"Now he," whispered Fiametta, "looks 
just right." 

Involuntarily I looked upward at the 
great Cathedral, which, for all its size and 
grey age, never seemed other than kind 
and friendly, and then back at the tall 
old man seated in the basket chair, and I 
was reminded of what Panl had said that 
morning in lessons. He had been reading 
aloud to Miss Goodlake from one of those 
goody-goody tales she delighted in, where 
the writer pointed out the fleetiog nature 
of personal beauty, maintaining that it was 
the appanage of youth alone — whereas ' 
beauty of character was permanent. Paul 
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brought down his small fist on the page 
with a bang, exclaiming, " That 'a not true 
— there 's some old people ever so beauti- 
ful. They've always been beautiful, and 
they always will be beautiful, beautiful- 
ler, and beautifuller, like Canon Sir John. 
He's ever bo old, but I'm sure — " 

"There may be exceptions, Paul," Miss 
Goodlake interrupted hastily, "but it is 
true of most people." 

Paul turned him about, and looked long 
and earnestly at Miss Goodlake; then he 
sighed and continued to read without further 
argument. ' But, like his elders, Paul loved 
to " thresh out " a subject ; so after lessons 
he joined Fiametta and me in the wheel- 
barrow, saying, " I suppose it 's like this, 
Janey, if you aren't beautiful to begin 
with, you get less and less beautiful as you 
grow older. But it doesn't matter how 
you behave, either way. If you're nice 
and dear like Canon Sir John, all right; 
but if you're not, and as handsome as he 
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ia, handsome you'll be, whether you're 
good or not," 

" I don't think he 'd be quite so hand- 
some if he waan't bo nice," said Fiametta. - 
"He's nicer because he's so handsome; 
but the niceness is there, you know." 

Seventy years old was Canon Sir John, 
carrying his years as he carried his spare 
upri^t figure. He was clean shaven, with 
abundant white hair and kind brown eyes 
under very black eyebrows. There was 
nothii^ smudgy about the lines o£ his face ; 
every feature was clean cut and purposeful. 
He rose now with a sort of start, as though 
he brought himself back to the garden and 
to us with difficulty ; but his welcome was 
cordial and gracious as ever, and he did 
not forget to call after the retreating 
man-servant : 

" Tea at once, please, Harvey, and plenty 
of peaches. We '11 have it out here ; and 
bring some more chairs — though really the 
grass is best of all, is n't it ? " he said, turn? 
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ing to us; '^but if I get down I find it nn- 
commonly hard to get np again." 

"We'd p«U ypu np," we cried in one 
breath. 

" Ah, hut I 'm heavy. You 've no idea 
how heavy! Will you let me sit in my 
chair instead t" 

'* Please do ! " etui Ilametta politely. 
*' You look so nice in it." 

"Do I? Do I, Janey?" he asked quite 
eagerly, turning to me. " Do I look pleaa- 
ant ? Do you think that if you had n't 
seen me for a long time, you 'd be glad to 
see me again? Do you think that if last 
time you had seen me — years and years 
ago — I had been very cross and disagree- 
able, you would forget it now, or would 
my appearance remind you of it?" 

"I'm quite sure I shouldn't remember 
it," said Fiametta; "but I don't believe 
you ever wens disagreeable and cross." 

" Do you tiiink," he asked again, " that 
the. garden looks nice? the sort of place 
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one might be willing to come to anchor 
in, after long wanderings T" 

" I think," said Fiametta, very aetiotulj, 
*' that it 's like a king's gwden." 

^I hope he will ti^ak so^" said the 
Canon softly, as if to himself. " He has 
never seen it." 

**Who has never seen it?" we both 
asked. 

" Ah," sud the Canon, " that *s my se- 
cret Here*stea; I '11 tell you when we 've 
had tea." 

I poured oat tea^ and Fiametta told the 
Canon abont Hany. He was most sympa- 
thetic, bat all the time I felt that it was 
with difficulty he made himself listen to 
UB. He seemed all the time to be listen- 
ing for something a long way ofL He 
answered as at random, and presently for- 
got US so absolutely that we all sat in per- 
fect silence watching the shadows lengthen 
on the lawn. At last Fiametta could bear 
it no longer. 

IM) 
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** Tou never told iu the secret," she said, 
going up and touching Canon Sir John on 
the arm. "It's very solemn out here all 
alone with the Cathedral." 

The Canon seemed to give himself a little 
shake, thai he said : *' It u rather solemn. 
I have been all alone with the Cathedral for 
fifteen years; but it has done me good — 
it has done me a great deal of good. And 
now, for a bit, I 'm not going to be alone 
any more — - if I 'm pleasant, and I '11 try 
to be pleasant. He is coming home I " 

'' Who is coming home 7 " we cried in a 
ohoms of excited interrogation. 

« My boy," said Canon Sir John. " I '11 
t^ you the secret — we disagreed about 
something. Fifteen years ago it was — it 
seems fifty 1 So hotly did we disagree tJiat 
each of us tried to forget that any such 
person as the other ever existed. But we 
could n't do it, — we could n't do it And 
now — it has come to an end. All the old, 
foolish, wrong-headed misunderstaading has 
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come to an end. And you tetSiy tiunk 
he'll like it here?" 

As if in answer the Cathedral chimes 
rang out across the stillness, those chimes 
that punctuate the lives of the Garchester 
people with pauses of melodied and perfect 
peace; 

Presently came Harry and Miss Goodlake. 
I know that the Canon insisted that they, 
too, should have tea, and then we all crossed 
the lawn and went into tiie long passa^ 
leadii^ to the hatl. 

Just as we reached it the door-bell clanged 
afresh. Canon Sir John stepped back into 
the garden. " If you will forgive me," he 
siud hurriedly, " T will wait here ; the chil- 
dren said that it looked pleasant here, uid 
I would like him to think — " 

"Come," said Miss Goodlake, hastily 
marshalling her flock, "there are other 
■visitors; come quickly." 

We followed her down the passage and 
into the oi^-panelled halL The door of 
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the porch stood open, and Sir John's own 
carriage was outside ; Harvey, the tall man- 
aerrant, was standing shaking a stranger 
by both hands, and the tears were running 
down his cheeks. 

We were all passing out silently and 
mmoticed when Fiametta stopped, and 
pulling the stranger by the arm^ said in a 
hurried whisper, "TeU him how nice he 
looks. He does so want you to think it 
all looks pleasant." 
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"THE SNUBNOSIANS" 

It'a&MtoiOlttMworld, 

Th*t hftpfif hooBB of okll ; 
Ton ordtf Jort vhftt joa lik* bert, 

And narv pqr at all. 

X. T. Z. 

TRA.T vaa not thdr real name, but 
Fiametta, in one of those flashes of 
inspiration which came upon her at times, 
hit upon it the very first time she saw them. 
Their noees were snub. Their real name 
was Babbich, and their father had just 
rented a beautiful old place on the other 
side of Garcheater for five years. He was, 
so mother said, " a good creature " ; but as 
he was nearly always in London buying 
stocks and shares (we wondered vaguely 
whose shares, and of what), he did not 
interest us. Neither did Mrs. Babbich, a 
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hxgb and niatlii^ lady who spoke of ob as 
** those darlings " ; nor, for the matter of 
that, did the Snuhnoflians themseWes, unless 
extreme irritation argues interest. 

They were three little girla, exactly alike 
as three milk-jugs of different sizes. Their 
faces were large and round, their eyes very 
blue, their hair flaxen, and their noses so 
blunt and shiny that Paul suggested some 
nurse must have held them too near the 
nursery fire in infancy. He was thinking 
of the doll he spoilt. 

The first time they came to spend the 
afternoon, shepherded by a Frttulein and a 
Mademoiselle, they stood together in a solid 
phalanx of scornful boredom against which 
our efforts to entertain them hurled them- 
selves in Tain. 

Of course on arrival we took them into 
the garden, where Fiametta, with that 
readiness of hers which we so whole4ieart> 
edly applauded, su^ested that " as we were 
such a nice lot we sdiould act a play." But 
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the Snnbnosians graTely rejoined that they 
had not learnt their parts. We tried to 
explain that in our plays, what is familiarly 
known as " gag " was not only permissible, 
but essential; hut it was of no use, they 
couldn't understand. 

All our suggestions were similarly ve- 
toed ; whatever we showed them, whatever 
we proposed to play, was met with some 
such scornful interjection as "Rot," or 
" Not that baby game," or " We shonld get 
dirty if we did that," and finally, ** We 're 
not in the nursery " ; whereupon Fiametta 
remarked with some heat that they " ought 
to be," and the eldest Snubnosian slapped 
her face. 

It was not in Fiametta's nature to turn 
the other cheek, and a free fight seemed 
imminent, when suddenly she dropped the 
slim hand she had lifted so readily, saying 
slowly, " I must n't, they 're our visitors," 
and turned away. 

" When we have a party," one of them 
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remarked, " we always have niggers or 
entertamers from London." 

And now tiie lot had lallen upon Fia- 
metta and me to go and spend a whole 
loi^ afternoon with the Snubnosians. How 
we prayed it would rain I But that day^ in 
the midst of an unusually wet summer, the 
heavens were of brass, and three o'clock sane 
us bowling down the drive towards our doom. 
The one bright spot in an otherwise gloomy 
prospect was that Ovens, not Ihitton, was 
driving ua in the dogcart, and we both, 
Fiametta and I, could sit on the box. 

Now, Ovens was young and conversed 
affably, unlike Dutton, who, when he was 
driving, seemed enveloped in an atmosphere 
of " Please do not speak to the man at the 
helm." 

"Drive slowly, Ovens dear," said Fia- 
metta, as we turned out of the drive gate ; 
" take as long as ever you can, so that we 
sha'n't get there till tea-time." 
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" I can't do that, Miss, I *ve got to meet 
tite 4.30 train in Oarcheater after I 've 
took you." 

*' Ovens I " cried Fiametta, beaeech- 
ingly laying her hand over hia that held 
the reina. " Pull it in a little tiny bit." 
(Fiametta would always apeak of a horse as 
" it," juat aa though a horae were a baby !) 
" You would n't like to be driven ever ao 
iaai to a place you did n't want to go." 

" The mare, she won't be 'eld for no 
one," said Ovens reprovingly. The "it" 
rankled. " And why don't you want to go 
there. Bliss ? " 

" Have you seen them, Ovens ?" 

*' Them Babbiches, do you mean. Miss ? 
I 'ave, an' I 've seen their place, and a nice 
place I call it, though I do 'ear aa they 
ain't quite like the rest of the Garchester 
gentry." 

" They *re awful, Ovens ; regular Snub> 
nosians." 

" Beg pardon, Miss, T did n't just ketch — " 
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" Snubnoaians, Ovens; conceited, obnox* 
ioQB, disagreeable children." 

" Law, Misa, you don't say so ; but never 
you mind — there's more fruit in them 
gardens than in all the shops in Ganshester, 
and I do 'ear a9 they buys all the cakes 
in Port's window every afternoon, let alone 
what they 'as from London. You '11 like it 
well enough when you gets there." 

But Fiametta refused to be comforted, 
and when we arrived our worst fears seemed 
realised, for we were told to play hide-and- 
seek immediately, and were put on different 
sides by Fraulein, Fiametta being of Uie 
hiding party. 

It seems she got separated from the 
others — there were quite a number of chil- 
dren besides the Snubnosiaos — and as no- 
body found her, she got rather tired of 
crouching behind a laurel bush all alone, 
and started off on an exploring expedition 
of her own, thinking she might get back 
into "den" before the search-party foimd 
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her. She missed her way, however, and 
following a path, found herself in a verita- 
ble enchanted garden, so still and cool 
and green. " Like a great green room," 
she said afterwards, " wit^ the sky for a 
ceiling," 

And in the very middle of it close by an 
old sundial sat an old gentleman in a hatii- 
chair under a white umbrella. The sun 
was shining full on Fiametta's little blue 
figure silhouetted against the green shadow 
of the yew archway, and she stood quite 
still, uncertain whether to go forward or 
not. 

But the old gentleman had seen her and 
called out, "Little Miss I Little Missl 
Come 'ere ! " 

Across the soft grass came Fiametta, 
fearless and friendly as always. '* How do 
you do ? " she said politely ; " what a pretty 
garden this is ! " 

He was a very old gentleman, and what 
seems to have struck Fiametta most about 
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him was, that he looked so extremely neat 
and clean. His white hair fell in soft, 
ahnost babjish curls under his wide- 
brimmed hat; his whiskers, also white, 
were very trim, his eyes blue, and sure 
enough his nose was the family nose. " I 
knew in a minute he must be one of them 
by his nose," said Fiametta afterwards. 
" He 's very like t^em in the face, but he 's 
a thousand times nicer." 

He took the hand she held out, and shook 
it warmly^ exclaiming, " Pleased to see you, 
my dear. I don't see many young folks, 
nor old folks either for the matter of that, 
nowada3'B. WiU you please to sit down 
where I can see you?" 

" I 'm not tired, thank you," she an- 
swered. " I *11 stand by your chair, and 
then you can see me nicely." 

The old gentleman stared at her for a 
minute, then he said, ''Now I don't sup- 
pose as you could say me a piece, could 
you!" 
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" He apoke very funnily," Fiametta said, 
" like gardeners and people." 

" A piece I " she repeated wosderingly j 
« a piece of what ? " 

"A piece of poetry, of course," he Baid; 
" wot you learns to say to your teacher." 

" Oh, dear, yes ! " exclaimed Fiametta ; 
" with pleasure." And with hardly a hreath 
between she began : 
*' ' Dear aod great Aogel wonld'st thoa only leave 

That child, when thoa haet done with him, for 
me I ' "j 

and said the poem right through. It was 
never a trouble to her to learn poetry; 
whatever she read, whatever her father read 
to her, she remembered. Tbe old gentle- 
man held her hand all the time, and when 
she came to the last line : 

" ' This is AnooDft, yonder is the Bea,' " 
he gave it a little squeeze and sat forward 
in his chair, exclaiming eagerly : — 

" That 's Brownin', that is — one of 'is 
easier pieces. It 's a long time since I 've 
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'eard anjthin' of 'is. Samuel, *e reads to 
me w'enever 'e 's 'ere, and my attendant — 
I 've got a eervant of my own, I 'ave, 
though you mightn't think it to 'ear me 
speak — 'e reads ; but they don't neither of 
'em aay it like you. Samuel 'e *b a mortiJ 
good son to me, but 'e don't seem to get 
into the 'eart of it some'ow. Now it's 
funny, is n't it, as I should be so fond of 
poetry, but so it is, and so it 's always bin — 
and there 's more like me nor you 'd think 
for. Wen you spends all your days among 
bacon and butter, and teas and such, it *8 
/ rest and refreshment to get right away 
from it, as it were." 

" I know," said Fiaraetta, nodding wisely, 
" you go to a magic place. So do I, every 
day." 

The old man smiled at her and patted her 
hand, saying, " Ah, you 're one of the 
knowin' ones, you are. We all gets there, 
us as can — 'igh or low, eddicated or on- 
eddicated — they gets there some'ow if they 
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can; but there's lota as can't — snrprism* 
lots as cui't. It isn't readin' as makes 
you speak nice, though, it 's them as jou 
lives with and 'ears every day. I was forty 
years old before my luck came, but, bless 
you, I've bin and read more books than 
Samuel and 'is wife and 'is daughters 11 
'ave read if they lives to be eighty like me. 
But it never made me speak like they can, 
— never" 

f^metta stood by his chair rubbing one 
slim foot over the other, a little puzzled, 
feeling she ought to say something kind, 
but not knowing what. 

" You were telling me," she said gently, 
" that you love poetry ; so do I. My Daddie 
is a poet." 

" Ah ! " said the old man, shaking his 
head shrewdly, " it 's better bamness to love 
it than to make it I " 

Fiametta drew her hand away. " Poetry 
is n't a business," she said proudly. " You 
make it because God tells you to." 
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jbyGoogIc 



" The Snubnosians " 

He chuckled softly. " The ways of Prov- 
idence is wonderful, and I *m grateful to 
them as writes it; but I'm glad Samuel 
now chose business. 'E *b a wonderful good 
son to me, 'e is, 'E 's a easy man, is Samuel ; 
and Vi'let, — that 's my daughter-law, — 
she does as she pleases, 'cept about me. 
Were Samuel ia, there I am. I Ve got the 
largest bedroom and my own serr^it, and 
I lives on the best, bat it *b a bit lonesome 
times ; and yet, now I sent my man away 
for a bit, most fortunate it was, for you 
come. And now 'ere 's Samuel ! " 

Fiametta looked behind her and saw a 
stout, bald-headed gentleman in a white 
waistcoat coming across the grass. " Why, 
father ! " he cried, " you 've got a visitor." 
And then, as he reached the bath-chair, 
he stooped and kissed the old gentleman 
simply and kindly as a child. 

"Yes, Samuel, and a very kind little 
lady she is. She 've said me a beautiful 
long piece." 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

"That was good of you," sfud Mr. Eab- 
bich, torning to Fiametta, " There 'b nothr 
ing my fatiier enjoys so much as poetry," 

Fiametta looked long and earnestly at 
Mr. Babbich. He, too, had the family nose, 
but his eyes, as he stood looking down at 
his father, were so full of kindness that 
Fiametta was fain to lift his hand and 
kiss it. 

" You are mistaken," she cried, giving 
the old gentleman's arm a little shake. "He 
hat been there ! " 
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TKE HUSHIFIED HOUSE 

" He mftkes a solitude and calls It — peaca ' ' 

— LoBD Bmoir. 

ONE day Fiammetta and I went to tea 
with Mary Ffolliot at Bedmarley. 
We were bat seldom asked to Bedmarley. 
Mr. Ffolliot was not fond of children — ^he 
had' too many of his own. 

We liked the Ffolliot children, and we 
pitied them greatly, for their father suf- 
fered from nerves. It was Fiammetta who 
christened theirs " The Hnshified Honse," 
because, wherever you went in it, large 
cards, like texts, met the eye, only, instead 
of the usual exhortations to piety, these 
bore clearly printed injnnctions as to 
silence and decormn and extreme qnietnde. 

Thns, over the front-door bell was the 
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legend, " Do not ring nnless an answer is 
ireqnired. Go round to the back if possi- 
ble." 

Had yon the temerity to ring, and were 
admitted into the hall, yon were faced by 
the text-like cards bearing snch devices as 
" Be sore yon shot the door quietly," " Do 
not speak loudly," " Never loiter or talk in 
the hall." 

We felt rather forlorn and timid when 
Ovens, having deposited ns at the Ff olliots* 
front door, drove down the drive again 
without waiting to see whether we got in, 
and we stood for a minute reading the no- 
tice before we rang the bell. 

" How are we to get in if we don't ringl " 
Fiammetta asked impatiently. "Would 
yon rather go round to the back, like it 
says!" 

"Much rather," I rejoined fervently, 
" only we mustn't. It's a dreadful bell ; you 
never know what it will do." 

I gave the bell a timid pull, which did not 
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succeed in ringing it ; at the same instant, 
however, the door was opened from the in- 
side, and Mary Ffolliot herself admit- 
ted ns. 

"Hash I" she whispered, without shak- 
ing hands, " he's not gone out yet." !And 
Bhe hurried us acrosa the hall, down a long 
paBsage, through a heavy swing-door edged 
with rubber, and up the back staircase to 
the school-room. There she embraced ns 
fervently and expressed her joy at our ar- 
rival. "And, Janey," she concluded, "it 
was mother who thought of asking you to- 
day. She said you had a little friend, and 
might like to bring her. Father's going out 
for the whole afternoon. He's not gone yet, 
but he soon will be, and then we can do just 
exactly what we like. There's only the lit- 
tle ones in the nursery — they won't bother 
us, because they'll be going out with nurse 
directly till tea-time. Mother's got a sew- 
ing meeting, or something, the boya are at 
a cricket-match and won't be home till six, 
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80 m have yon all to myself all the after- 
noon, and that's what hardly ever happens 
when there's eight children. We're only 
six juat now, because Grantly's at Bngby 
and Ger at Stubbington. It was mother 
who thought of asking yon — ^wasn't it sweet 
of hert" 

Mary danced ronnd ns as she spoke, and 
then kissed ns both again. She really did 
look glad, and we felt very flattered, for she 
was nearly fourteen — much older than 
either of ns — and tall and big for her age; 
a pretty girl with long brown hair and 
large dark eyes, black-lashed, and very 
bright, and she had the loveliest pink color 
in her cheeks. Father always called her 
"brilliant Mary," partly because of her 
looks and partly in fun, for, although she 
appeared so vivid and alert, she both did 
and said stupid things sometimes; and, 
perhaps because she was so big, she con- 
tinually knocked things over and bumped 
into people. 

210 



jbyGoogIc 



The Hushified House 

Fiammetta liked her once — she always 
took a violent fancy to pretty people. I 
think that Mary saw how Fiammetta ad- 
mired her, and it made her want to show 
off. 

" You've no idea," she said importantly, 
"how difficult it is to have anyone here, 
with father so nervons and easily irritated. 
I don't snppose there's been any children 
here except onr own kiddies since our one 
party — the only one we may ever give — at 
Christmas, and then father's away in his 
oasis. Yon're the very first, and I don't 
snppose you'd be here if he knew." 

This was hardly flattering to ns, bnt in 
Fiammetta's case cnriosity overcame of- 
fense, and she demanded: "Bnt why Is 
your father so fnnnyl What's the matter 
with him? " 

"I don't quite know. He's too highly 
strung, or something. His nerves — oh, 
whatever is it his nerves do I Bother I I've 
forgotten. Oh, I know I His nerves vibrate. 
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That's itl And oh, my goodnesBl when 
they vibrate, how cross he is, to be sure I 
Why, if you were to eat an orange in front 
of him, I do believe he'd have a fit." 

"There's a good deal of Bucking and 
smacking about an orange," Fiammetta 
said thoughtfully, *' Does he mind apples, 
too?" 

" He hates us eating anything." 

"But whatever do you dot Tou can't 
starve I" 

" "Well, you see, we only have luncheon 
with father as a rule, so we can eat or- 
anges at other times. I'll tell yon what it 
is: when I'm grown up, and any man asks 
me to marry him, I shall say first thing, 
' Are you a geniusT * and if he says he is, I 
shall refuse him there and then. I'll have 
nothing whatever to do with him. Grand- 
mother Ffolliot says father's a genius, and 
that* 8 why he vibrates so I " 

Fiammetta still looked thoughtful. The 
word "genius," that conveyed nothing to 
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me, except some hazy impression gathered 
from a picture in the " Arabian Nights " 
of somebody appearing, or vanishing, in 
clonds of smoke, and that was a " genie," 
was familiar to her, having a distinct and 
d^nite meaning. 

" If he's a genios," she sud, " what has 
he done!" 

" How d'yoTi mean? " asked Mary. 

" I mean, what has he written, or painted, 
or composed, or invented, or discovered? 
Yon mnst do something like that before 
yon're a genius." 

*' Oh, he's always writing," said Mary, 
"and thinking, and listening for doora 
banging, or one of ns gnmping the stairs ; 
then his nerves vibrate, and there's an aw- 
ful to-do." 

" But why do you do it if you know it 
makes him vibrate I" Fiammetta asked 
reproachfully. " What's the use? " 

" You've never lived with father," Mary 
replied scornfully, " else you wouldn't ask 
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that Wien you have it drummed into yon 
from morning till night that the one thing 
yon mustn't do is to make a noise, and the 
one thing yon mnst prevent other people 
from doing is to make a noise, the one thing 
yon long for on this earth is to make a 
noise. Every bone in yonr body cracks; 
you simply have to stamp, and jump off of 
things, and shout, or else you'd die. . . . 
There he is going down the drive ; in five 
minutes from now we can scream and tear 
about all over the house." 

Mary began to waltz wildly but silently 
about the room, while Fiammetta and I 
flew to the open window to gaze upon Mr. 
Ffolliot's retreating back. We could only 
see his back, but it was rather a strik- 
ing back — slender and tall, with a slight 
stoop that somehow, in him, was distin- 
guished. Suddenly he turned his head 
and looked up. He raised his hat with a 
great sweeping bow, and passed on down 
the drive. 
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" I think he looks quite nice," said Fiam- 
metta, and 'waved her hand to him. 

I said nothing. On the few occasions I 
had encoontered Mr. FfoUiot he always 
wore an eyeglass, slnng round his neck by a 
black ribbon. If he fixed the eyeglass in his 
eye and looked at me, I felt as if all the 
holes in all the stockings I had ever worn 
were suddenly and shamelessly made mani- 
fest. I did not care for Mr. Ff olliot, but I 
knew that he was considered a good-look- 
ing man. All the Ffolliots were handsome. 
Mrs. f^oUiot was beautiful, and as kind 
and gay and approachable as Mr. Ffolliot 
was mysterious and aloof. 

Mary's waltz finished giddily at the win- 
dow ; her father had turned out of the Eed- 
marley drive, and was hidden by the trees 
at the roadside. Mary slammed down the 
window. " Now," she cried, " let us give a 
good yell ! " 

And we yelled. 

We played bare and hounds throi^h the 
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hoTise and garden, and in leaping a little 
stream my foot slipped, and one of my loi^ 
legs went into the deep mud at the side 
right over the knee. I couldn't go back to 
the house like that, so we sought refuge at 
the stables, and the good-natured coachman 
scraped me and let me dry my leg in front 
of his wife's kitchen fire. After that we 
dressed up in Mrs. Ffolliot's clothes (Mary 
declared she wouldn't mind) and acted a 
play. We then returned to the school-room 
and thumped upon the piano, all three of 
us at once, and at last, surfeited with sound 
and fury, we sat in the window-seat with 
our arms round one another and talked. 
At tea Mary poured out, for we had it quite 
alone. After tea somehow the talk turned 
upon books. 

" My father has more books than anyone 
else in the world, I should think," Mary 
said boastfully. " You never saw such a lot 
of books as he has got." 

" I don't suppose he has any more than 
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my Daddie," said Fiammetta. "Besides, 
my Daddie writes them as well as having 
them. Does your father write them I " 

" I don't know about books, but he's al- 
ways writing something, mostly about 
Chimmy somebody or other just now. Oh, 
I do hate Chimmy! " 

"Who's Chimmy?" I asked. "What a 
funny name I " 

" It's not all of his name; Pve foi^otten 
his second bit : Chimmy — Chimmy — I know 
— Chimmy Booey is the creature's name; 
father's always talking about him till we're 
perfectly sick and weary." 

"I know who you mean," Fiammetta 
cried; "but it's one name, not two. His 
first name was Giovanni, not Chimmy; you 
said it so funnily I couldn't think who you 
meant. He was a great painter; Pve seen 
two of his pictures in Florence." 

" Well, I don't want to see his pictures 
or ever hear anything more about him, so 
don't tell me. Is your father's library very 
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large f The room, I mean. Father's is 
the largest room in this house." 

" Well, no, it's quite a little room, bat we 
don't keep all the books in one room in our ■ 
house. They're everywhere; bat," Fiam- 
metta added truthfully, " our bouse is very 
little compared to yoars and Janey*s. 
There isn't so much room in London, yon 
know. Can I see yonr father's room? And 
then I'll tell yon tmly if he has more books 
than we have." 

" Come on," said Mary ; " I'd like yon to 
Bee it. People come quite a long way just 
to see the library here. It oi^ht to be the 
drawing-room really. It was before we 
came here ; but father likes a south room, , 
as far from the nurseries as possible, so he 
had all the books moved." 

"Will he mind our going in I" I asked 
nervously as we followed Mary downstairs. 

" He won't know," said Mary ; " bat, any- 
way, he never minds our using the library 
when he's not in it, so long as we don't 
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touch his writing-table. He's not dog-in- 
the-mangerish; he doesn't even mind our 
taking out the books to look at them if we're 
careful. Come on." 

It certainly was a beautiful room — spa- 
cious, and peaceful, and mellow in colour- 
ing. The floor was of polished oak, not 
black, but of a warm, subdued brown that 
harmonised perfectly with the walls, which 
were liued from floor to ceiling with books 
— ^books for the most part bound in varying 
shades of yellow calf, with here and there 
a gleam of gilt lettering ; and these reflected 
the light, giving an effect as of sunshine 
seen through turning beech-trees in late 
October. There was no carpet on the floor, 
only rugs, and each one was a patch of tem- 
perate brightness, differing from, yet en- 
tirely consistent with, the colour scheme of 
the whole. There were a few marble busts 
on black pedestals, many deep-seated, com- 
fortable chairs, and one big writing-table 
in the centre. It was, above aU things, a 
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restful room, and I had heard it said that 
Mr. FfoUiot found there the solitude and 
seclnsicm generally denied to the father of 
a large and lively^ family, nntil snch times 
as he ootdd take refuge in the "oasis" 
mentioned hy Mary, which was somewhere 
in the South of France. He generally mi- 
grated thither towards the end of the 
Christmas holidays. 

" There 1 " said Mary. " Now, has yoor 
father got a library like this T " 

Fiammetta shook her head. "No, I don't 
think he even has so many books; but ours 
are nearly all in differoit bindings, not all 
in leather like these. We haven't so very 
many leather books. It is a most beantif nl 
room. Don't you love iti " 

" No," Mary said decidedly, *' I don't. I 
can never help thinkii]^ that it oi^ht to be 
mother's drawing-room, and she is poked 
away to the back of the house in a room 
where there's hardly any sun; and here's 
this ripping floor completely wasted- We 
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can never dance here except that one month 
father's away. Isn't it lovely and slip- 
pery?" 

" Let's dance now ! Let's be fairies ! " 
cried Fiammetta, pironetting lightly across 
the wide room, skimming, swallow-like, in 
and ont among the mgs till she looked like 
an incarnation of Qneen Mab herself. 

Mary and I followed the suggestion, not 
quite 80 lightly, perhaps, but with the best 
will in the world. 

It was such a big room, and rugs and 
furniture were placed at such distances 
from one another that you would have 
thought no mortal could have knocked 
against anything ; but Mary took it into her 
head to finish her dance by a prolonged tee- 
totum sort of motion that left her blind and 
giddy, and she caught at the nearest thing 
to steady herself. This proved to be one of 
the pedestals, and by some means (no one 
but Mary could have done it) she shook 
the bust BO that it fell off and struck the 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

floor with such force that the head was 
severed from the shoulders, and each rolled 
in a different direction. 

We stood, all three of ns, still as any 
statue in the room, and gazed wide-eyed 
and horror-stricken at the marble head on 
the floor. It had a severe ascetic face, and 
there was a fillet of laurel roimd the hair, 
and I remember noticing that the point of 
one of the leaves had got broken in the fall. 

Even as we stared, breathlessly silent, at 
one another I heard a footstep on the stone- 
flagged hall outside. Nearer it came, and 
nearer, till the door swung open to admit 
Mr. Pf oUiot. 

I looked at Mary and thought she was 
going to faint, so ghastly pale was she. I 
sprang to her side and put my arm round 
her, but she didn't seem to notice me ; her 
eyes were fixed on her father, her white lipa 
just parted, but she didn't seem to breathe. 

Mr. Ff oUiot paused on the threshold and 
slowly placed his eyeglass in his eye. Then 
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Mary turned and clung to me, and I felt her 
body tremble against mine. 

Fiammetta, bine-gowned and rosy from 
her recent dance, gave one quick glance at 
Mary, and stepped intrepidly into his line 
of vision, between him and the broken bust. 

" We are very sorry," she said in a low 
voice, " that we have accidentally knocked 
over the Dante I It is a dreadful misfor- 
tune, but the features aren't injured; it's 
a clean break, and I think it will mend." As 
she spoke she turned and prepared to lift 
the broken head. 

" Leave that alone 1 " Mr. FfoUiot thun- 
dered, and his eyeglass jumped out of his 
eye. " Have yon not done damage enough 
for one day I Can I not leave my study for 
an hour or two that it must needs be in- 
vaded by Gotha and Vandals to whom 
nothing is sacred t It is meddlesome brats 
such as you who make bolts and bars a 
sheer necessity." 

It is quite certain that in all her life be- 
223 
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fore Fiammetta had never been spoken to 
like that. 

*' Pm not a Goth nor a Vandal," she cried 
indignantly, " nor a brat either," she added. 
" I told you it was a very great misfortone. 
Nobody tried to break the Dante; it's a 
very great grief to us, and it's most unkind 
and unjust of you to speak like that. Be 
wouldn't have." 

Very slowly Mr. Ffolliot put his glass 
back in his eye again, and stared at the lit- 
tle valorous figure that defied him. 

" Who wouldn'tl " he asked curiously. 

"Why, Dante, who we've broken. He 
was kind and good, though he had a great 
deal to make him sad. He was a real 
genius. You needn't think I don't know 
anything about him just because I'm little, 
for I do. My Daddie's told me all about 
him — so there I " 

As she spoke I noticed a change come 
over Mr, Ffolliot's expression. The white 
anger and scorn died out of it, and in its 
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place there grew the look I was gradually 
coming to expect on the faces of grown-np 
people who met Flammetta for the first 
time. Mr. Ffolliot looked interested. He 
sat down. 

*' So yott think," he said slowly, " that 
Dante himself would not have been angry 
if somebody — ^uninvited, mind — ^had gone 
into his room while he was ont and 
had, tbroT^h roughness and gross careless- 
ness, broken a bust that he particularly 
valued — you are sure he would not have 
been angry? What do you think, Miss 
Janeyt What would your father, now, 
say in similar circumstances ? What will 
he say, by the wayl " 

Mr. Ffolliot turned the eyeglass on to 
me, and, oh, woe I I saw the eye behind it 
ffisten greedily on my muddy stocking. 
The scraping had been far from effectual. 
I hung my head, and looked silly. *Twas 
not for me to bandy words with men who 
wore eyeglasses; but I gave Mary's hand a 
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reassuring squeeze ; the storm had broken, 
and we remained alive to tell the tale. 

" There's a difference," Fiammetta re- 
marked reprovingly, " between being a bit 
cross and being so cmelly angry that peo- 
ple nearly die of fright. I dare say Dante 
would have been a bit annoyed, but I can 
tell yon neither he nor Janey's father nor 
mine are frightening like you, ever." 

Here Mary suddenly drew herself away 
from me; she crossed the room and stood 
in front of Mr. Ffolliot. "They hadn't 
either of them anything to do with it," she 
said breathlessly; " I knocked into it and it 
toppled over." 

We looked to see poor Mary smitten to 
the earth. As she stood before her father, 
tall, and pale, and pretty, she made me 
think of the Christian girls in the cata- 
combs that Miss Ck)odlake had been telling 
us about that morning. 

Mr. Ffolliot sat back iu hia chair and 
looked at her. 

226 
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"You have yonr moments, Mary," he 
said slowly, nodding his head — " you have 
your moments." 

" Shall I go to bed, fatherT " Mary asked. 

" No ; you may pick up the pieces one at 
a time and lay them on my desk." 

Mary looked at her father, and in her big 
brown eyes was the look of proud gratitude 
I have seen in a dog's eyes when its master 
gave it a pair of gloves to hold between 
its paws. 

" And you, yoimg lady, who are so con- 
versant with the true inwardness of Dante, 
what made you take the crime upon your 
shoulders? " 

"It was all of our faults," said Fiam- 
metta simply. " I said, ' Let us be fairies ' 
because the floor is slippery; and we were 
fairies, and Mary got giddy and tmnbled 
into Dante." 

Mr. Ff oUiot actually smiled. 

" You have been in Italy perhaps! " he 
said. " You care for artt " 
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" Yes, Daddie and I do truly. But I fear 
you don't, not properly " — ^here Fiammetta 
shook her head sorrowfully, and spoke in 
her most grown-up voice — "because art 
and joy go together— my Daddie says so 
— and you cannot love beautiful things if 
you are always cross. There's Ovens, 
Janey, come for us. We mustn't keep him 
waiting ; it's sach a jiggy horse. Qood-bye, 
Mary dear. (Jood-bye, Mr. Ffolliot." 

I, too, shook hands with Mr. Ffolliot, 
and the stocking again covered me with 
confusion as he helped us into the dogcart 
—my frocks were so short and my legs so 
long. 

As we bowled out of the drive safely 
squeezed into the front seat with Ovens, 
Fiainmetta said: "Well, I'd be ashamed to 
have my children as frightened of me as 
Mary is of Mr, Ffolliot, and yet I don't 
think he's a bit frightening. I wonder why 
she's so terrified t" 

" I don't," I said ; *' he's so scornful." 
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That night we didn't fall asleep quite as 
soon as nsual, and after dinner the scent 
of an excellent cigar floated in at the open 
window, tmd we heard father pacing np 
and down between the tall standard roses. 
He stopped just under our window to 
blow smoke into a Marie Bauman that was 
rather blighted. 

"Let's get up and talk to the Squire," 
said Fiammetta. "There's a good many 
things I want to ask him." 

In another minute two heads were thrust 
out of the window, and father looked up. 

"Mr. Staniland," said Fiammetta sol- 
emnly, " do you think a genius can be a 
beast t " 

" There have been cases," father began 
slowly. 

" Or perhaps I ought to say, can a beast 
be a geniusi What do you thinki " 

" Oh, I'm certain about the latter propo- 
sition, only I hope you use the word ' beast ' 
in its good sense — ^beasts of the field, you 
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know. There are plenty of geniuses among 
them." 

" Oh no, I mean hmnan, horrid people. 
Can a very horrid person be a genius t " 

" She's talking about Mr. Ffolliot, fath- 
er," I explained. "Mary says he's a 
genius." 

" He was very, very rude to me," Fiam- 
metta said, with great warmth. "Be 
called me a Gfoth " 

" Oh, surely not I " father interrupted. 

" And a Vandal " 

" Impossible I " father exclaimed again, 
and his eyes twinkled. 

'* And a brat! " 

" God bless my soul, yon don't say so t " 
cried father, and slapped his leg. " What 
on earth possessed the man I D'yon mean 
to say he fell upon you with all those abu- 
sive epithets quite suddenly and without 
any provocationt " 

Fiammetta looked rather uncomfortable. 
She had not meant to say anything about 
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Mary, yet how could she explain other- 
wise T 

" There was a provocation," she mum- 
bled — "some; but still, he ought not to 
have called me a brat, ought hef" 

" It was unpardonable," said father sol- 
emnly, "and I think that you should get 
back to bed, both of you, for you must be 
tired after such a stormy interview. Good- 
night." 

"When I think of that man, Janey," 
Fiammetta said a few minutes later from 
the safe shelter of the sheets — "wiien I 
think of that man, my nerves vibrate I " 
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CHIEFLT mSTBZONIG 

" The play 'a tiie thing." 

** ^TT^O-DAY 'b 80 wet, too wet even to play 
A travellers ; let 'b act * MacbeUi ' I " 
This propose, made by Fiametta, who 
had early appointed herself a sort of M. C. 
as regarded our various plays, was received 
with acclamation which speedily degen- 
erated into heated altercation as regarded 
the arrangement of the cast. We had acted 
a great many pla3's since Fiametta's arrival, 
and I began to rebel at being always al- 
lotted a thinking part wherein I had to 
simulate sleep, or a murdered slave, or waa 
loaded with chains and haled to prison 
early in tiie performance. Thus when I 
was immediately fixed upon to impersonate 
the sleeping Duncan — of course we pro- 
posed to play the murder scene, the sleep- 
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walking, taii the witches' cave — I expost- 
ulated. I might just as well have given in 
gracefully at first, however, for although 
Paul consented to play Duncan, if he might 
also be the eight kings in the witch scene, I 
was in the end fobbed ofE with the part of 
one of the dru^ed attendants, while Lucy 
was the other. Previous to Fiametta's 
arrival our plays had always been entirely 
independent of costumes or scenic effect, but 
she introduced us to the joys of dressing up, 
making a stage, and acting " as they do in 
a real theatre." Our attempts at imper- 
sonation "when dressed for the part" 
required perhaps more imagination on the 
part of the beholder tlian if we had let it 
alone, but although illicit borrowing of 
other people's things got us into constant 
titrable, the cult once started was too fasci- 
nating to be abandoned. 

The schoolroom was the theatre, and Dor- 
cas, the schoolroom maid, comprised the andi- 
raoe. An appreciative person was Dorcas, 
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much given to exclaiming at intervals, "Lor! 
Mias Fjmetty, it be as good as a play!" 

King Duncan, a paper crown upon his 
head and a beard of cotton-wool upon his 
chin, lay draped in the schoolroom table 
cloth upon the schoolroom sofa, which had 
been wheeled into the centre of tile stage. 
The blinds were pulled down and perfect 
stillness reigned in the apartment, for the 
watchers slept at their post, each lying in 
an untidy heap intended to suggest supreme 
unconsciousnesa ; one at the head, the other 
at the foot of the kingly couch. One 
watcher's wounded feelings had been some- 
what soothed by permission to wear two of 
the by no means numerous stage properties 
belonging to the company ; a black wide- 
awake hat drawn well over the face — it 
required but little drawing as it threatened 
momentarily to extinguish ita wearer — and 
a mackintosh cape. The other watcher's 
extra costume consisted of a waste-paper 
basket worn as a helmet. 
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''Lord and Lady Macbeth," as Boreas 
always called them, presently appeared from 
behind the window curtains, and the audience 
was heard to observe, under her breath, 
" My I don't she look bawful ! " Lady 
Macbeth carried a lighted taper in her hand 
— a wooden spill such as father used to 
light his pipe — and the audience again in- 
terrupted with an injunction " to be careful 
of that there light, else you '11 set the 'ouse 
on fire." So Lady Macbeth blew it out and 
advanced to the centre of the stage. Her 
face was white as blackboard chalk could 
make it, and she wore a long, white night- 
gown belonging to Miss Goodlake borrowed 
without the formality of a request, that 
lady having gone to spend the day in 
Garchester. It always rained when Miss 
Goodlake went away for the day. 

In spite of the chalk, in spite of the 
nightgown, in spite of the audience, there 
was something really tragic about Fiametta 
as she exclaimed : 
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" • InDnn of pupoM I 
Gin me the dftggen : the Bleeping, md the dead. 
Are tmt u piotorefl : 'tie ttie eye of childhood 
That tears a painted derO. If he do bleed 
1 11 gild the faces of the grooms iriUuJ, 
For it moat seem their guilt.' " 

Macbeth^ also white as a Pierrot, stood 
gloomily aside while his wife smeared the 
faces of the attendants with the sticky cake 
of crimson lake artfully concealed in her 
hand ; then suddenly improving upon Shake- 
speare in the most daring fashion, she 
seized the hrass paper-knife shaped like a 
dagger — one of Harry's most cherished 
possesaiona — and exclaiming loudly, "So 
peiiah all our enemies!" plunged it into 
the breast of the sleeping king. 

** You 're a beast, you 're a brute, you 're 
a mean cad 1 You 've killed me really, you 
horrid, nasty girl! and you oughtn't to 
do it in the play either — ow — ow I " 
and Dmican with angry howls arose in his 
wrath and flung himself upon Lady Mao* 
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beth. Her feet got entangled in the long 
night^wD, and they both rolled over each 
other onto the floor, where Fiametta's 
shrieks were mingled wilii Paul's howls, and 
Dorcas hnrled herself into the press to 
separate them. Harry, in fits of laughter, 
sank feebly upon the sofa, while Lucy and 
I, quite unprepared for the unexpected turn 
things had taken, sat where we were and 
awaited developments, till Lucy, suddenly 
discovering that her hands were red, became 
convinced that she also must be hurt, and 
mingled her roars with those of Paul and 
Fiametta. The schoolroom door opened, 
and father, of all people, walked in. 

" What on earth ! " he exclaimed, then 
stopped, and at his entrance the yells also 
ceased. Dorcas scrambled up from the 
floor and busied herself in pulling up the 
blinds, trying to look as though she had 
only that minute appeared upon the scene 
and found it a shocking spectacle. 

*' We 're acting * Macbeth,' " I explained. 
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as no one else offered any answer to lather's 
unfinished question. 

"It's a somewhat noisy drama, appar- 
ently," said father dryly. '* Sir William, 
who is downstairs, asked if I had suddenly 
started a lunatic asylum, and that if not 
I 'd better go and find out who was being 
murdered 1 " 

"I've been murdered," sobbed Paiil. "I 
have really ; it 'a awfully sore." 

" Get up ! " said father unfeelingly. 
" Get up and don't play the fool any more ; 
how could you bellow like that if you'd 
been even badly hurt ? " 

"He got it in the wind," Hany ex- 
plained. 

" Got whai in the wind ? " 

** This! " cried Paul, dramatically holding 
out the brass dagger ; " she killed me again 
after Macbeth had done me, an' I did n't 
like it ; it is n't in the play, neither." 

"/ killed him," said Fiametta in a 
George Washington sort of tone. ** I always 
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wanted to do the murder as well as the 
sleep-walking, and it seemed such a good 
chance. I knew he wouldn't let me if I 
asked him because he toiU go by the storj ; 
besides, Harrjr wanted to do the murder. 
I did n't mean to hurt him, but I forgot 
and really plimged it, but he's hurt me 
since, and he 's spoilt the play. I suppose 
he 'a too little and too young to act, really." 

Father's eyes twinkled as he looked at 
the queer little couple still seated on the 
floor. Fiametta had regained her " superior " 
manner, but Paul still thirsted for her blood, 
and this allusion to his age and size, ever a 
tender point with him, was alm(»t unbear- 
ably aggravating. 

" Sir William wants to see you, Paul, if 
you're not too seriously injured to tome 
down. Clean up and hurry I " and father 
turned and left the room without further 
remark, but we heard him laughing as he 
went down the schoolroom stairs. 

" You 're a couple of sillies," said Harry 
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scornfully, when father was out of hearing, 
" to go and eompkdn of each other to parents 
and people. It 's jolly lucky for you it was 
father ; if it had been mother, or Miss 
Goodlake, or nurse, we'd have been for- 
bidden to have any more playa, but of course 
father doesn't notice such nonsense." 

"Shall I do the 'perfumes of Arabia' 
bit for you md Janey?" asked Fiametta 
sweetly. 

" No, thank you, I 'vb had enough of 
* Macbeth ' for one day," sfud Harry scorn- 
fully, which was rather unfair as he had 
certainly been well amused. 

" Would yo» like me to do it, Dorcas ? " 

" No, Miss, you 'd best go and clean yer- 
self and get that there chalk off your face 
and that 'orrid paint oS. your 'ands. I 
don't 'old with all this play-acting. It 
quite turns me over to see you a murderin' 
like as if you was brought up to it. I 
don't know what nuss ud say." 

So even Dorcas, usually so fuU of appre- 
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ciation, turned againat us that afternoon, 
wheeled the sofa back into the wmdow, 
"tidied up" aggressively, and finally de- 
parted with a haughty sniff to the kitchen 
regions, where, as we passed the window 
some half -hour later, we heard her holding 
forth to cook aa to the '* fool'ardy nonsinse 
them children do do." 

We were rather hurt, for we had hoped 
better things of Dorcaa. I fear she was 
not a sincere person. 

With Fiametta's arrival "acting" had 
become a passion with us. We had all 
been to the pantomime, but she had been 
to real grown-up plays in London theatres, 
had even acted in theatricals where the 
audience had paid for their seats, and pro- 
vided she played leading lady was ever 
ready to stage-direct the rest of us. Our 
tastes lay in the direction of the " legiti- 
mate druna," but Fiametta tried to intro- 
duce amongst us certain modem romantic 
plays which she had seen, where the heroine 
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is much ^Ten to fainting. She loved 
to stagger across the floor, wring^g her 
hands and clasping her forehead till she 
finally subsided gracefully into somebody's 
. arms. The Vicar's son, who frequently 
joined us in our various plays, found this 
sort of thing extremely irksome, and I be- 
lieve on one occasion explained his refusal 
of an invitation to tea with ns (m the score 
that " Fiametta idways wants me to catch 
her when she faints, and I do loath it so." 
I think that the " Lady of Lyons " was 
the play under rehearsal at the time. 

When nurse imdressed Paul that night 
she found a big blue bruise on his side, 
which he explained by supposing he had 
" knocked up against somethin^^" which 
explanation reminds me of one of father's 
men who, after a hay supper, appeared with 
a most terrible black eye, and accepted com- 
miseration thereon with the remark, " Ah, 
a door run agin me last night." 

When Paul returned from his interview 
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with Sir William, his face liten^ly shone 
with rapture. " What do you think he 
wanted me for ? " he cried. *' Why, Brenda 
has got five puppies, and he's going to 
give us one all for ouraelves, a gentleman 
puppy, when he 'b over the distemper — he 
asked father if he might. An' it '11 grow 
b^ger an* bigger till it 'a bigger, even, than 
Brenda. Fancy, we shall have a deei>hoimd, 
too, then ! " 

It was characteriBtic of Paul, that, in 
bringiug us this tremendous intelligence, he 
in no way emphasised the fact that this 
royal gift was to be made to him, and to 
him only. Even Fiametta, with whom he 
had been quarrelling bo violently five 
minutes before, was included in the general 
beatitude, and not too severely snubbed 
when she suggested that if we had a deer- 
hound we could act " Beth Golert " I 

It was Saturday afternoon, and we stood 
staring at one another in horror-struck si- 
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lence as the naked fact in all its sinister signi* 
ficance came home to ub, — Fiametta had 
run away, and because we were bo unkind I 

The boys, including Claude from the 
vicarage who was spending the afternoon. 
Bat on the shafts of a hay-cart, while I, 
breathlessly struggling with a dreadful 
lump in my throat, broke to them the 
awful news that Fiametta was not to be 
found in any of our usual haunts, and it 
was nearly tea-time. 

An hour ago we had quarrelled violently 
on the eternal subject of what we should 
pretend to be. The boys were in favour of 
a siege, — Fiametta, Paul, and I to be the 
besieged, firmly entrenched in the summer, 
house, to repel the enemy's advancing army 
by means of catapults charged with paper 
pellets. Fiametta said she would defend 
no fortress unless she might be wounded 
and carried on a stretcher the whole length 
of the tennis lawn, Claude and Harry to 
be the bearers. They demurred, saying she 
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was too heavy; Bhe charged them with 
feebleDess and sloth; they retorted to the 
effect that she was a "a sillj ass, always 
wanting to die or faint or some such tommy 
rot," whereupon Fiametta slapped Claude'? 
face and said he was " a boor." 

Claude did not retaliate, but he got very 
red and said he 'd better go home. This 
we would not hear of, but declared that as 
Fiametta would not play peaceably we 
would play without her, which we pro- 
ceeded to do. 

After informing us with considerable 
heat that we might play without her for- 
ever and ever, for she 'd never play with us 
again, she walked off, and we forgot all 
about her, as what Mr. Grimstone would 
have called our "mimic warfare" was 
really most exciting. It was not until the 
last round of paper pellets had been fired 
out of the summer-house window, that the 
besieged garrison gave in, and conquerors 
and conquered remembered Fiametta. 
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" She *s ran away, I know she has ! " I 
cried hopelessly, " and what wiU Mr. Glynn 
say 7 And I promised to be kind to her." 

^'We must tell mother," Bud Harry 
decidedly. "I don't know what she'll 
say — " 

" Let 'a tell father Brst," suggested Paul, 
"and hell tell us what to do." 

This seemed a good suggestion, so we 
followed it and crept softly and sorrow- 
fully in at the side door and down the 
passage to the gun room. Mother called 
it the " study," but there were more guns 
and whips and spurs and things than 
books. 

Father was making trout fliea " Hullo, 
what window have you broken this time?** 
he exclaimed as the four of us filed in. 

"It's worse than a window — it's Fia- 
metta," Paul began. 

" What ? Have you hurt the little maid ? 
Where is she, quick ! " 

" She 's run away ! " 
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** Run away — why ? " 

" 'Cause we would n't let her be dead and 
carry her. 

Father drew Paul between his kneea. 
" Now, Paxil, talk sense. It 's some game, 
I suppose, and you 've quarrelled ; but why 
should Fiametta run away ? " 

" We called her names, and she went, an* 
we forgot her, and now we can't find her 
anywheres, not anywheres in the house or 
garden." 

Father frowned, and looked grave. 
« Where would she run to, do you think ? " 
he asked at last. 

"Tonks thinks she's gone to the docks 
to find a ship to go to Norway where her 
father is," volunteered Paul, 

" Oh, that 's what Tonks thinks, is it ? 
Have you told mother t" 

'* No ; we thought you 'd help us to find 
her without bothering mother." 

Father smiled, then said gently, "Poor 
litUe maid, you're not very kind to her, 
247 
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and she 's been simply wonderfully good, 
when you think she 's never mixed with a 
lot of countrified young ragamuffins before. 
Wonderfully good she *s been." 

" But where is she> father T " I cried. 
" Are n't you uixious ? It 's tea-time^ and 
over an hour since we 've seen anything of 
her." 

^'Oo once more, right round the placej 
call at all the cottages, and if by that time 
you don't find her, come back to me 
and I'll send to tiie docks, as Mr. Tonks 
suggests." 

Once outside we scattered to the four 
winds of heaven in different search-parties, 
only to meet again some half-hour later 
hopelessly dismayed, for no one of whom 
we inquired had even seen Fiametta that 
afternoon. 

" I 'd carry her, myself, a mile, if I could 
find her," groaned Harry. 

" I 'd be a lover-Duke and let her faint 
all afternoon if she'd only come back," 
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sighed Claude, who was kind-hearted if he 
had no appreciation of tra^dy. 

" Tonks thinks she 's failed into the river 
like Ophelia/' said Paul. 

At this truly awful suggestion I wept; 
then feeling that in great emergencies there 
was only one thing to be done — to tell 
mother — we all four marched slowly to 
the drawing-room, where we knew she was 
having tea with her visitors. 

The door was ajar ; I pushed it wide open 
and flung into the room, followed pell-mell 
by the distracted boys — Paul already con- 
vulsed with sobs at the heartrending picture 
he had drawn of Fiametta, blue-gowned, 
with daisies in her hair, floating forlornly 
down the stream ; and there, enthroned on 
mother's knee, calmly eating a spongecake, 
cool and contented, evidently enjoying her- 
self, with no trace of moisture about her 
soft blue &ock, sat Fiametta, while father 
stood on the hearth rug discussing turnip 
weevils with the Giant. We did n 't wait 
249 
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to offer any explaiiaiion of our sodden in- 
TasioDf but departed as abraptiy as we 
came. 

"I was homeuck," explained Fiametta 
that night as we went to bed j *' you were 
all 80 horrid, and I wanted my Daddie. 
Your mother was next best, so I went and 
found her and sa^ on her knee." 

" Did she ask you why you came ? " 

''No, she never asked anything. She 
just cuddled me and was as sweet as sweet. 
I do love her, and she let me have tea in 
the drawing-room to cheer me up." 

"Tou frightened us awfully; we never 
thought of the drawing-room, and we were 
afraid to tell mother." 

" So they say," said Fiametta with con- 
siderable gratification in her voice. 

Directly after tea father sent for us, and 
asked what we had done to Fiametta to 
have such guilty consciences. 

"How would you like it, sir, " asked 
Claude, who wasn't in the least afraid of 
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father, he 'd got him out of so many rows, 
" if you bad to keep catching somebody in 
a faint ? " 

" I 've not had much experience in that 
line," said father, and his eyes twinkled; 
" but if it gave a visitor pleasure to faint in 
my arms a few dozen times I 'd try to be 
obliging." 

"I'll try" groaned Claude, "but it is 
such squish." 

The problem that exercised us was — 
did father know all the time that Fiametta 
was in the drawing-room 7 



jbyGoogIc 



xvm 

PAUL AND THE OLD LADIES 

" Witlunit tb<BO I irere naked, bleak, and bare, 
Ab Ton deadoedar on the eea-«llS's brow; 
And Natare's teachings, whioh cmne to me now, 
OoBUUon and beantifol as light and air. 
Would be as fmitlees as a stream which still 
Slips tluoogli tite wheel of some old rained mill. " 

— JAXBS KUSSBLL JjOWKUj. 

■pEEHAPS they were not really so very 
■*■ old, but all the village people called 
them "the old ladies," probably because 
they made no attempt to copy the then, 
faehions in their dress, and because their 
household consisted entirely of elderly 
servants. Even the kitchen-maid was five- 
and-forty, and the whole atmosphere that 
surrounded both them and their belongings 
was redolent of a certain old-world fra- 
grance. Not that either of them was in the 
least degree feeble or decrepit. They were 
fall of energy and enthusiasm, and both 
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were of an intellectual alertness rare even 
in quite youthful persons. 

Till middle-age was almost past they 
had lived with their father, dutiful and de- 
voted daughters, on the other side of the 
coxmtry, and their uprootal from the ances- 
tral soil was a painful wrench, the more so 
that their brother, who inherited the prop- 
erty, did not care to live there, but let it 
almost at once. Finally, the elderly sisters 
had settled in an old house set in a lovely 
garden at the other end of oar village, and 
they came to live there during the first 
summer that Fiammetta stayed with us. 

Father find mother had known them for 
years — ^father knew everybody in our coun- 
ty — but we children had not seen them till 
they came to live near us, and we shonld 
have heeax quite uninterested but for the 
fact that almost directly they arrived there 
was a fuss about their seat in church. For 
four successive Sundays they sat in their 
own pew morning and evening, but on the 
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fifth Sunday, jnst as we were walking home 
after morning service, the old ladies hur- 
ried after father, and we heard Miss Mari- 
ana, the yomiger of the two, begging for " a 
word with him." 

Of coarse, father ashed them to come 
into the garden, and they all went and sat 
down on the seats imder the trees on the 
lawn, while we youngsters stood in a group 
a little way off, but within earshot. 

Miss Mariana was eager and almost im- 
petnoas in manner, but she spoke with a 
deliberate terseness in curious contrast to 
her ardent appearance. Miss Theodora 
was calm and gentle, and evidently very 
sweet-tempered, but of a dignity that 
wholly precluded any conception of weak- 
ness. Still, it was Miss Mariana who al- 
ways seemed to take the lead, and now we 
heard her saying in her clear, incisive 
tones : '* My sister would have me bear with 
it a little loiter — not that she does not feel 
it even more than I do — ^but I have come to 
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the end of my endurance. Onr thoughts i 
and onr devotions are completely upset. I 
know of nothing more trying, more irritat- 
ing, more trivially embittering, than a pe- 
riodic but persistent aniff! " 

Fiammetta giggled, but we frowned her 
down. We wanted so much to hear the 
rest. 

Miss Theodora's mild voice took up the 
tale: " At first we hoped that this disagree- 
ably recurrent sound was but the result of 
a temporary cold in the head. Yet three 
weeks have gone by, the weather is warm 
and propitious, and still the worthy man 
in the seat behind ours continues to sniff 
with undiminished vigour and frequency; 
and Mariana, knowing that you, Mr. Stani- 
land, are one of tiie dmrch-wardens, 
thought that perhaps you could suggest 
some arrangement by means of which we 
could find seats on the other side of tbe 
church, as far as possible from the sniffer." 

Father murmured something we could 
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not hear. Then Miss Mariana spake 
again: 

" The odonr of hair-oil we can tolerate ; 
an occasional snore is bearable — ^in fact, 
our own dear father . . . Yes, Theodora, 
yon know he did I The school-chiidrenf 
.Well, children are trying all the world 
over, bnt they don't often have colds in 
summer. I assure yon we have done onr 
best to bear it in silence. I have even tried 
cotton-wool in my ears, though that de- 
barred me from hearing the sermon, and 
seemed most disconrteons to the Vicar. 
Besides, what does one go to dinrch for if 
not to heart Bnt that piercing sniff would 
penetrate a three-fold blanket. I have dis- 
covered that the worthy sufferer is a tailor. 
Now, Charles Lunb has written of the mel- 
ancholy of tailors, and speaks . of their 
characteristic pensiveness. ... It ts a 
pensive sniff . . ." Miss Mariana con- 
cluded thoughtf tilly. 

" I'll do my best," said father j " but yon 
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know, it will take a bit of arranging. The 
church isn't large, and almost all the seats, 
except a few in the side aisles, are allot- 
ted." 

"Please remember, Mr. Staniland, that 
we have never for a moment entertained 
the idea that this afflicted Mr. Gegg should 
move. It is we who would fain change our 
seats if it can be managed without too 
mnch tronble." 

Paul was so interested in this conversa- 
tion that he had gradually drawn nearer 
and nearer to the group mider the trees 
until he stood right in front of Miss Mari- 
ana. 

" He does it all the tune," he exclaimed 
eagerly, " when he's fitting you and when 
he's not; winter and summer, and so does 
the grand tailor in Garchester who fits yon 
where Mr. Gegg works. You know, he does 
it too." 

" Perhaps," said Miss Mariana, looking 
deeply interested, " all tailors are similarly 
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affected. I wonder that Charles Lamb did 
not comment npon it." 

" In his day," father suggested, *' every- 
body took snuff." 

"Ah I" exclaimed Miss Mariana, "that 
would clear the head. That explains it I 
thotight it was cuiioas that so keen an ob- 
server as Charles Lamb shonld have 
missed so obvious and irritating a propen- 
sity. S« you have noticed it too, my 
dear I" 

"I caught it," Paul said solemnly. "I 
did it, and mother sent me to bed." 

Miss Mariana's bright eyes turned 
mirthfully npon mother. 

"It is singularly refreshing," she said, 
" to hear of any child being punished for 
anything nowadays." 

Paul regarded Miss Mariana with stem 
disapproval in his large eyes, but he did 
not say anythmg more. Sad experience of 
the futility of argument with grown-up 
people had long ago tatight Paul the value 
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of reticence. He left the group under the 
trees and returned to ua. 

'After that Sunday we always seemed to 
be hearing Bomething about the old ladies. 
Miss Mariana especially excited comment 
among the village folk. 

" 'Er be a curus dame, that 'a be," said 
old Pinchin, the cowman. " 'Er be alius a- 
lookin' in the 'edges and along the ground 
lite for hinseckses and sich. An* she do 
put nn in teeny little bottles, 'er do. An' 
then Pve 'erd tell as she do look at 'em 
through a brass tube, an' as she do know 
every beast an' creepin' tiling as do crawl 
about the ground, an' what be good for to 
take um away. Very curus she do be, 
a'most like a man in some ways, zo mazter- 
f ul. Folks do say as she be like the 'usban' 
an' tother sister like the wife. But they 
be kind ladies, both on 'em, for all their 
funny ways." 

"Do you Tinow them, then, Pinchin T" 
Paol asked. 
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" Well, not Bay hintiinate, Mister Paul. 
But when the gooseheny hushes in onr bit 
of garden was all covered over wi' bloight^ 
she did give my missns some stuff in a can 
- — sticky stuff it were — an* a sart of aqnirt, 
an' she did tell 'er to squirt un all over, an* 
sure enough, it did take all that there nasty 
bloiglit away. Clean off it did take nn ; an' 
us 'ave got more fruit this ye'r than us 'as 
'ad this ten ye'r, and foiner a' be. Wonder- 
f nl knowin' she do be surely." 

The postman said that he took more let- 
ters to the old ladies than to any other 
house in the village; and gradually it fil- 
tered through to UB that Miss Mariana was 
a very learned and celebrated person, that 
she knew more about injurious insects than 
anybody else, and that, most wonderful of 
all, she wrote books about them — ^lots of 
books. 

Then it was that Paul decided, in spite of 
her unsympathetic views on the subject of 
punishment, that she was a person to be 
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cultivated. The extraordinary powers of 
" the brass tube," as celebrated by Pinehin, 
had also something to do with Paol's re- 
solve to see more of Miss Mariana ; and as 
that smnmer be was rather at a loose end 
(my time being greatly taken up by Fiam- 
metta, and Harry's in daily lessons at the 
vicarage), he decided — as usual, without 
any consultation with his fiimily — to go 
and visit the old ladies on his own account. 

Fiammetta, Paul, and I had gone to the 
churchyard to put roses on grandfather's 
grave. All the Bonuner through we put 
fresh roses there on Saturday evening, be- 
cause grandfather Staniland had been a fa- 
mous rose-grower and very fond of roses, 
and people liked to see them when they 
came out of church on Sunday morning. 

We arranged tbem in a big green tin 
vase, shaped like a wreath, and Paul in- 
sisted upon leaving one of his little sol- 
diers in the grass by the low stone wall that 
surrounded the grave. Every week he 
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took a differeat little soldier " to keep 
guard," he said. 

Paul cotdd just remember grandfather, 
who was very kind and jolly. The first 
time he did it was soon after grandfather 
died, and he was only fonr years old. 
Nurse was with us, and she was shocked, 
and took the little soldier away, and 
scolded Paul, who kicked and cried and 
was very naughty. Moreover, the moment 
nurse's back was tnmed he flew to the 
churchyard all by himself to put his sol- 
dier on grandfather's grave again. Then 
mother heard about it, and she said that 
Paul was to be allowed to keep his little 
soldier there if it was put in an inconspicu- 
ous place. And year in year oat a little 
tin soldier kept guard on grandfather's 
grave. That Saturday, I remember, it was 
one of a new camel corps that Uncle Hugh 
had just given him, rather laige, and quite 
impossible to hide; but Paul said it had to 
be left, so we didn't interfere. 
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"When I die," Paul remarked reflect- 
ively, as he stuck in the last rose, " I shall 
have nice things said about me like there is 
at the foot of grandfather's cross, so that 
everybody what looks will know how good 
I've been." 

" Perhaps," I suggested unkindly, " you 
won't deserve such nice things as grand- 
father. You aren't so very good, you 
know, and it wouldn't be true to put them." 

Panl stood still with his head on one side, 
contemplating grandfather's epitaph. 

" That's true," he admitted magnani- 
mously. "Well, I shall have something 
like this : ' He lived a short life. Beloved 
and regretted by all his friends.' " 

" But," Piammetta objected, " you may 
live a long life, and what then?" 

" Oh, then," said Paul, " I shall have had 
plenty of time to get good in, so the other 
one will do. I'm not coming home with 
you two ; Pm going for a little walk by my- 
self." 
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" Ton muBtn't walk in the roads by your- 
self — mother said so — and she told us to 
come straight home." 

" I shall walk on my own Dad's land, and ■ 
I shall walk by myself, so there I" Paul 
said obstinately. " Don't yon try to inter- 
fere with me, Janey." 

"Let him go," cried Fiammetta; *'Pm 
sure we don't want him, a little boy like 
him." 

By this time we had reached onr own 
gate, and Panl, who hotly resented being 
called "a little boy," crept behind Fiam- 
metta, tilted her hat over her eyes, gave 
her hair a good hard tweak, and ran off 
into the laurels at the side of the drive. 
And we were much too hot and huffy to 
parsue him. 

He, it seems, called in at the stable-yard 
to get Thor, his big deer-hoond, and to- 
gether they set off liirough father's fields, 
which stretched as far as the 'old ladies* 
hoase, with only the road between. Paul 
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climbed the gate into the road, Thor 
jumped it, and they went solenmly np the 
drive to the honse. 

It was big and gabled, of the gray Cots- 
wold stone that grows old so graciously, 
and there were two lai^e mnUioned win- 
dows on either side of the front door, win- 
dows that opened like doors with stone 
steps leading up to them; and as Paul was 
passing the first he looked in. An oblong 
writing-table, with stout carved 1<^:8 and 
inlaid leather top, stood in that window, 
and at the table, with her eye closely ap- 
plied to the magical brass tube described 
by Pinchin, sat Miss Mariana. The win- 
dow was wide open, and Paul could sea 
right into the back of the room. 

Miss Mariana was alone. 

She evidently had not heard his ap- 
proach, for she neither spoke nor moved, 
so Paul took a seat upon the lowest step 
outside the window and politely waited in 
silence till she should raise her head. Thor 
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lay down at hia feet and lazily swished his 
tail to and fro. The garden was flooded 
with the soft golden light that, as children, 
we always associated with " after tea " in 
snnuner. Pant snrveyed it with satisfac- 
tion. It lay Tonnd abont the house, spa- 
cious and pleasant, fnll of soft coloor and 
sweet scents ; a warm old garden, comfort- 
able and friendly. 

From time to time he looked in at Miss 
Mariana, who sat like a statue, her eye 
glued to her microscope, and he began to 
feel that he really could not sit still for 
another minnte, so at last be sud, " I 
didn't ring the front-door bell. Yon see I 
know you're in, 'cos I can see yon." 

Miss Mariana started violently, and look- 
ing out in the direction of the voice, saw 
Paul. 

" What do yon want, little boy? " she in- 
quired none too hospitably. "What are 
you doing hereT " 

Paul arose and ascended the two other 



I::C00>^|C 



Paul and the Old Ladies 

steps that led to the window. "If you 
think," he remarked tolerantly, " that Pm 
one of the village boye becanse Pm so dirty, 
you're mistaken. Fve come to call as a 
friend. Shall I come in or shall I stay out 
heret Whichever you like, you know." 

Miss Mariana leaned back in her revolv- 
ing chair, and gasped. " But who are you, 
little boy? " she asked in evident bewilder- 
ment. 

"Yon see," Paul explained obligingly, 
" you've only seen me on Sundays when Pm 
very tidy. One can't get dirty in church, 
can oneT But Saturday afternoon's a bad 
time for suits and things. Nurse will never 
give us anything clean on Saturdays, unless 
there's a party. And I carried the water 
for grandfather's roses, and it went and 
slopped all down me. I expect that's why 
I look so bad, and I fell down, too, very 
soon after, and that helped." 

During this speech Miss Mariana con- 
centrated her bright gaze upon Paul, who 
2«7 
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stood half in, half out, of the wmdow; 
while Thor, on the gravel-path onteide, 
panted and wagged his tail sympatheti- 
cally. 

" Ton are one of the little StanilandsT " 
she said. 

" Yes, I'm Paul. Pm the second son, not 
the heir. When I have children I shall only 
keep the heir." 

"Why I " asked Miss Mariana. 

" Because," Panl said Bolemnly, " he gets 
everything. I shall choose ont the best of 
them, like they do with the puppies, and I 
shall only keep him. Wouldn't yon like me 
to come in! " 

Although Miss Mariana gave no very 
clear sign that she ardently desired Panl's 
presence, she did not actnaUy forbid his 
entry, so he came in and sat down on a 
tapestried ottoman behind her chair. 

"Yon lie where you are outside, my 
dear," he said to Thor. " You can see me 
all right, so you needn't be anxious. He's 
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a very anxious dog," be explained to l^Iiss 
Mariana, as that lady tamed right round 
in her revolvii^ chair that she might keep 
an eye npon her visitor, " but he behaves 
very nicely out calling; he's not like those 
fox terriers that go and scrabble in peo- 
ple's borders." 

Miss Mariana made no immediate reply, 
and PanI looked round the room with 
cnrions interest It was large, the walls 
lined with low bookcases, and above them 
many charming water colours, which we 
learned lifterwards were by William Hunt, 
who had tai^ht both the old ladies in their 
girlhood. 

"Have you any dogs, Miss Mariana t" 
he asked presently. 

"I believe there is one in the stables," 
she answered, but without enthusiasm. 

"Tou like tame beetles and things 
best, perhaps!" he suggested agreeably. 
"Have you any in cages, or bottles, or 
things, that you could show met " 
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Miss Mariana did not answer, but gazed 
at Paul as though he were some rare speci- 
men she could in no way identify. Such a 
visitor was plainly, to her, neither com- 
prehensible nor welcome, and Paul b^:an 
to feel nncomfortable. We had been read- 
ing proverbs in Scripture that morning, 
and one of them " sang in his head " at 
that moment. He arose from the ottoman 
and, looking very straitly and reproach- 
fully at his hostess, repeated loudly : 
*' ' Withdraw thy foot from thy neighbour's 
house, lest she be weary of thee, and so 
hate thee.* I think I'd better go ; yon don't 
seem a bit glad to see me. I suppose I in- 
terrupted you. Pm sorry." 

" I beg your pardon," Miss Mariana ex- 
claimed with evident contrition; " I am not 
used to children, and I find it difficult to 
detach my mind suddenly when I am ab- 
sorbed in study. I am a grim, grave woman, 
my dear, but I hope I am not inhospitable. 
Would yon like a slice of cake and a glass 



jbyGoogIc 



Paul and the Old Ladies 

of wine, or perhaps .milk would be more 
suitable t I should be sadly laekiug in a 
sense of what was fitting if I failed in my 
welcome to any member of the family of 
my old and kind friend, Squire Staniland." 

Miss Mariana hurried across the room to 
ring the bell, but Paul stopped her, re- 
marking : " Pve had my tea, thank yon " — 
he always seemed to care less about things 
to eat than the rest of us — " but if you'd 
let me look into that magrascope, I'd like 
it most aiwriy." 

No sooner su^fested than accomplished. 
Miss Mariana was most kind and patient, 
and showed Paul all sorts of wonderful 
slides. For quite ten minutes he gazed en- 
tranced in the " magrascope," till suddenly 
he bethought him of his manners, and in- 
quired after Miss Theodora, who, it ap- 
peared, had gone to visit a cottage on a 
neighbouring farmer's land, and ought to 
be home almost immediately. 

On hearing where she had gone, Paul 
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lifted bis towzled head from the bee's pro- 
boscis he was stndyii^, and exclaimed : " I 
hope she won't come back by the fields, be- 
cause at Itmch to-day I heard father say 
that the footbridge over the stream lead- 
ing to your field is rotten — a disgrace, 
father said it was, and he was going to 
speak about it to Farmer Fowles this very 
day. I do hope she won't come back that 
way." 

Miss Mariana, who was standing by 
Panl canght him by the shonlder, exclaim- 
ing: "Bat that's jnst what she taill do. 
She went by the road, bnt said she would 
come home by the fields. Can yon take me 
there now, this minnte, little Panll " 

" Gome on," said Paul ; " if s not far." 

Hiss Mariana seized her stick, and with- 
out waiting to get her bonnet (she wore a 
large black velvet bow in the house), they 
hurried out and through the field towards 
the little bridge father had condemned. 

This bridge crossed a stream which ran 
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between two high-lying fielde. One be- 
longed to the old ladiea, the other was that 
of Farmer Fowles, and the stream formed 
a natural bonndaiy between them. There 
was a right-of-way through all these fields, 
thongh it was very seldom used; and the 
plank bridge — a sii^le plank of wood with 
a rough rail at the side — ^had been placed 
there years ago by Farmer Fowles's 
father, and never renewed. 

The path throogh these fields led no- 
where in particular, but it was a short cnt 
to the old ladies' house from the cottage 
that Miss Theodora had just been visiting. 
The land sloped down steeply on either 
side to the stream — in fact, so high and 
precipitous were the banks that we always 
called them " the cliff s." As Paul and Miss 
Mariana and Thor reached the " cliff " on 
their side, they saw Miss Theodora on hers 
preparing to descend to the rotten bridge. 

Miss Mariana called loudly to her not to 
come i but being a little deaf, Miss Theo- 
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dora mistmderatood her, and Bhonted back 
cheerfully: " I know rm rather late, Mari- 
ana, but I'll be with yon immediately'*; 
and she prepared to descend the slippery 
little path. 

Miss Mariana wrung her hands, " Oh, 
dear,** she cried^ " I can't make her hear I 
What are we to do I Go back, Theodora, 
go back I Do not attempt to cross 1 She's 
a heavy woman, and the bridge may break 
with her." 

Poor Miss Mariana was aerionsly dis- 
tressed. She dared not descend to the 
bridge herself, for she was rather lame, 
and always walked with a stick. 

"Have yon got a hankychieft" Paul 
asked suddenly. " Please lend it to me." 

Miss Mariana, almost beside herself with 
anxiety as she saw her sister slowly and 
carefully descending on the other side, 
gave him the desired handkerchief, and he 
slipped it through Thor's collar. 

" Hold him, please, till Pm across. He'd 
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probably follow me on to the bridge, and 
he's heavy. I'll go and stop her." 

"But your father I" cried Miss Mari- 
ana ; " he forbade yon. I can't let yon go ! " 

Paol wriggled out of her grasp, and 
thmst the handkerchief into her hands. 

"Hold him, please, jnst a minute. It 
won't break with me; an' if it does it'll 
show her she mustn't come. I'd only get a 
little wet, and that couldn't hurt me. . . ." 

Paul darted down the steep path, and 
skipped lightly across the bridge, which 
creaked and crmnbled ominously even 
under his weight, just as Miss Theodora 
reached the bottom of the path. He ex- 
plained the situation to her (she wasn't a 
bit deaf when you were near her), called to 
Miss Mariana to let Thor come, who 
cleared the stream at one bound; then he 
and Miss Theodora set off for home tha 
long way round. 

" We'll have that plank put right before 
it's dark," Miss Theodora said, " and I am 
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greatly obliged to yon, my dear. I fear 
poor Mariana was much upset." 

" She was," said Paul ; and he thrust his 
hot, grubby little hand into that of Miss 
Theodora's, which closed over it with a 
kind and comfortable clasp. " She's very 
fond of yon, I think, though she is a 
grim." 

" All our lives," said Miss Theodora, " 
have been dear friends. I am older tl: 
Mariana, and I remember watching her 
a little baby strapped into a high chair 
the nursery, and somebody had given u 
bottle of sticklebacks. Well, Maria 
would sit in her high chair, quite good a 
quiet, for hours, watching these little cr 
tures. They were set on the table in f r< 
of her, and she never tried to pull the gli 
jar over, as most little children would wi 
to do; she just watched them with 1 
bright eyes ; and I thought then, and I v 
right, that there never was such a wond 
ful little baby. She was not two years o 
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but even then she gave promise of what she 
was to be. My dear sister is a very gifted 
woman, little Paul, and she is as sterling 
in character as she is gifted. All onr lives 
we have been very much to one another, 
and I, happUy, have been able to help her 
in her laboors, and make thii^s easier for 
her in many ways, for which I thank the 
Maker of ns both." 

Panl looked np at Miss Theodora, and 
her gentle face was transfigured by snch 
an expression of radiant gratitude and 
tenderness that he was fain to put his other 
hand over the one that held his, saying, " I 
don't wonder she was in a state when she 
thoi^ht of that rotten old bridge." 

Miss Theodora smiled down at him. 
Perhaps the warm clasp of the small hands 
stirred some long dormant aspirations, for 
she went on, more to herself than to Panl : 

" There was a time once when I thought 
of a different life — a life that would per- 
haps have brought me little girls and boys 
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of my own, like yon, my dear. But Mari- 
-ana did not think him Bnfficiently intellec- 
tnal, and she would have missed me. I 
have never regretted it The lot is fallen 
onto me in a fair gronnd. One must give 
up something for the privilege of po&- 
sesBiog snch a sister as Mariana. We 
are perfectly happy together, perfectly 
happy." 

" Did you never quarrel when yon were 
little t " Paul asked. Snidi perfect sisterly 
accord was beyond his comprehension. 

"Never with Mariana. With the rest 
often. Honora and Emily could never get 
on with Mariana and me and my brothers. 
. . . Oh, how they did torment ns I I hope, 
little Paul, that you never torment your 



" Janey's much stronger nor me," Paul 
replied sorrowfully, " so it would be no use 
to tease her, and Lucy's on'y a baby; be- 
sides, she's so awfully good-tempered, it 
would be no fun. Ah, there's Miss Mari- 
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ana; it hasn't seemed such a long way 
Tonnd, after all." 

FanI awaited the meeting between the 
sisters with the greatest interest. Judging 
by Miss Mariana's very evident anxiety of 
a few minntes before, and Miss Theodora's 
devotion, he expected to see them fall into 
each other's arms, while each wept tears of 
rapture over their mutual safety. 

But nothing of the kind happened. Miss 
Mariana stood leaning on her stick till her 
sister approached quite near her, when she 
said in a most matter-of-fact voice, " Was 
the young woman snitable, Theodora?" 
and turned to walk on with them. 

"Aren't you going to kiss her, Miss 
Mariana T" Paul asked in amazement. 

"I don't think," said Miss Mariana, 
"that Theodora and I have ever kissed 
each other in our lives." 

Paul looked from one to the other of the 
two sistera, but they did not notice him, 
for they were looking at one another. 
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The three walked on in ulenoe, Paul still 
holduig Miss Theodora 's hand, till they 
reached the door in the wall that led to tiie 
old ladies' kitchen-garden. 

"We won't come in, thank yon," Paul 
said, thongh nobody had asked him. "I 
will withdraw my foot in good time " — as 
he spoke he withdrew his hand from Miss 
Theodora's — "but I'd like to come Bome 
other day and look into the magrascope 
again. Thank yon for letting me. Good- 
bye," and Paul lifted his dirty cotton hat 
.with a flonrish. 

" Little boy," said Mariana, " I am ex- 
ceedingly obliged to yon, and I will ask 
yonr excellent parents to let yon come 
again." 

" I came wivout asking this time," Paul 
explained, " just to call as a friend." 

As he trotted off with the faithful Thor 
at his side he heard Miss Mariana say, 
" That, Theodora, is the little boy who had 
observed the nniversal sniffiness of tailors." 
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" Tom Taggart stood behind hla bar. 
The time was fall, the ekiM waa far, 
The neighboniB roond the ooanter drawed. 
And ca'ml; drlnked and Jawed." 

The M]/gt«rg of Siigat. 

"■fXTHAT," asked Paul, "is a whisky 

'" skinT" 

Nobody answered, for nobody knew. 

We were sitting in the gardener's wheel- 
barrow under the walnut-tree. To be ac- 
curate, Paul was in the wheelbarrow; Har- 
ry, Fiammetta, and I were sitting on the 
handles. Paul, of course, had a book. 
This time it was a small thin book with 
paper boards, the front adorned by a pic- 
ture of a little boy with bare feet, who car- 
ried a basket. 

"Whisky skinT" Harry repeated dnbi- 
ously. "What's it say about itT" 
281 
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" • At lut oune Coloosl Blood of Plka, 
And old J0d8« Fliliut, pcnnlMnu-like, 
AndMoh. M bs ntModarad in, 
nanmAtd, "AwbiakriUii.'"" 

read Paul. 

" But vhere did they meander int " Har- 
17 demanded. 

" I think," said Panl, " it mnst have been 
some sort of a pnbUo-honse, like the Cat 
and Compasses, yon know, in the village." 

*' (\h tTion T dTiTiiviao it tnnaf Tinv0 he^n 
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" What d'you suppose stiffs aret " he in- 
terrupted himself to ask. 

" Oh, broken furniture and that Cki on," 
Harry said impatiently. 

' ' Girii went th&t -winter, u s rolflt 
Alone to ipellin' stdiooL " 

And Fiammetta and I clutched each other 
trembling, as we thought of the luckless 
damsels of Gilgal compelled to walk long 
miles unprotected in such wild and lawless 
times. 

" By Jove I " Harry exclaimed admiring- 
ly, as Paul reached the final " Who got the 
whisky skinT " " Wherever did you get that 
bookT" And he took it out of Panl's 
hands that he might read it for himself. 

" I found it in Uncle Hugh's room after 
he'd gone, an' I took it away at once so 
they shouldn't send it after Tiiin. I like it 
most awfully; it's got such a lot of new- 
sounding words in it. I rather fancy," he 
added complacently, "that some of '^n's 
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swear words. I like the first part best. 
The rest's more like other poetry books, 
sort of sad, yon know, and nice sounding; 
hnt the first bit's awfully new, and makes 
you feel all fanny." 

" D'yon understand iti " Harry asked, 
looking np from what he was reading. 

" Not very well, bnt I like it. It sings in 
my head, an' I say it in bed at night." 

" / shouldn't say it in bed at night," Fi- 
ammetta declared with a shiver. "Boys 
do like snch queer things, don't they, 
Jauey t " 

" Oh, you never can tell what Paul will 
like; he's so funny, you know." 

I spoke with conviction and quite with- 
out animosity. And Paul, ever only too 
ready to avenge any supposed slight upon 
the Bcomer, let the remark pass without 
comment of any kind. He was quite accus- 
tomed to being thought funny, odd, curi- 
ous, unlike other children.^ He did not, as 
do so many older people, consider that the 
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peculiarity lay in those who dared to think 
him eccentric. Quite humbly he acknowl- 
edged his singnlarity. He even occa- 
sionally regretted it; but he realised, as 
indeed we all did also, that it was an 
inevitable, ineradicable characteristic. 

For instance, in this matter of books — 
no other child of our acquaintance fell 
upon everything within two boards with 
the same greedy intensity. No other chUd 
carried whatever he happened to be read- 
ing with him into his every-day life ; trying, 
with occasionally disastrous results, to 
bring the book doings into line with the or- 
dinary occurrences of a little boy's daily 
pursuits in the country. Horeover, any- 
thing quite new, whether in life or litera- 
ture, always appealed irresistibly to Paul ; 
and as he was by no means a silent person 
as to the subjects that most occupied his 
thoughts, it came about that during the 
next few days we were all made quite fa- 
miliar with the " Pike County Ballads " : 
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got lost with Little Breeches, "held her 
nozzle agin the bank" with Jim Bladso, 
and were carried out of fire by Banty Tim 
on yicksbnrg Heights. 

Our vocabulary was midonbtedly en- 
laiged in a somewhat extensive and pecu- 
liar fashion, and our governess, Miss Qood- 
lake, was driven nearly distracted by 
Paul's new ctdte. 

It began first of all in Scripture lesson. 
Paul, having failed for the third time to 
name the Major Prophets in their right or- 
der, remarked wearily that he " didn't go 
much on religion " or " pan ont " much on 
these foretellers of events. And when 
Miss Goodlake told him that she had 
formed a resolution that he must learn his 
Scripture lessons, and that if he didn't all 
sorts of dire consequences would ensue, all 
he said was, "Yon may resolute till the 
cows come home, but you can't make me 
learn them if I don't want to." 

" Paul, what is the matter with yout " 
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exclaimed that much-tried woman. " Why 
have yon taken to express yourself in snch 
an extraordinary fashionf " 

Paul looked at her and sighed. " That's 
the way they speak in Pike Coonty," he 
explained, with evidently little hope of 
makii^ her onderstand. "I'm not quite 
sure where it is yet, but I like it. I'm going 
there when Fm grown up, and I shall have 
a bowie-knife and a derringer, and drink 
whisky, and be a jedge, and drive engines, 
and I think I shall get dmnk just o^ee to 
see what it's like. I shan't bother about no 
old prophets there, I can tell yon." 

Miss Goodlake looked helplessly at us. 
" What is he talking about? " she cried. 

"It's a book, as usual," I explained 
briefly. 

" From all I can gather it's a most. un- 
suitable book for a little boy," Miss Qood- 
lake said severely. "Where is it, PaulT 
You had better g^ve it to me at once." 

" No," said Paul firmly, " I can't give it 
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to yon. It's hid away. It's not a lady's 
book— Fiammetta said so." 

"Paul, I insist upon your giving me 
that book at once. Where is it! " 

Paul turned his small, obstinate face to 
his governess. " 'Tis the darkest, strang- 
est mystery," he whispered importantly, 
" I ever read, or heem, or see, is long of a 
drink at Taggart's hall " — ^here he paused, 
then added in a tone of polite esplication 
— " ' Tom Taggart's of Gilgal,' yon know." 

Miss Goodlake sank back in her chair 
and sighed deeply. " Sometime Paul," 
she said sadly, " I wonder if you are quite 
responsible for the things you say." 

"Oh, no," he cried eagerly. "Se*s re- 
sponsible, the colonel man what wrote it." 

" Colonel or no colonel," Misa Goodlake 
said, " all I can say is that he is evidently 
not an author who writes for little boys, 
and the sooner we cease to discuss his 
works the better it will be for all parties. 
Now name the prophets mentioned in the 
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Bible before the Book of Hoaea ... go 
slowly, and think." 

I suppose Panl managed the prophets 
Bomehow, for I don't remember any 
further discussion about them that day. 
But his mind was still full of hia new find, 
and the exact meaning of whisky skin still 
bothered him. He seldom made direct in- 
quiries of the authorities at home regard- 
ing things that puzzled him, for their at- 
titude was only too often unsympathetic. 
He preferred to ferret things out for him- 
self, and was wont to go as far afield as 
possible in his searches after truth. Thus 
it came about that the day iifter his differ- 
ence of opinion with Miss Goodlake he 
seized the first opportunity for making in- 
quiries ontside. 

After lunch onr governess took Fiam- 
metta and me to play with some little 
friends in a neighbouring village. Harry 
was bnsy with his lessons at the vicarage, 
and Paul was left with nurse and Lucy. It 
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was an extremely hot afternoon, and nurse 
wheeled Lncy in her perambulator into the 
wood, and sat down herself in the cool 
shade of an elm-tree to finish a piece of em- 
broidery. It was one of father's mles that 
we were allowed to wander at sweet will 
anywhere abont " the place," therefore did 
nnrae make no objection when Paul strolled 
out of sight down the pathway leading to 
the village. He was accompanied by Thor, 
his great dignified deer-hoand; and nnrse, 
who hated answering questions, bade him 
go for a stroll and come back to her in.teu 
minutes or so. 

But Paul was big with a mighty pur- 
pose, and the minute he had turned the 
comer of the path, and was safely hidden 
from nurse by the undergrowth, he ran. 
The path through the wood ended in a 
road that led directly to the village. There 
was a five-barred gate at the end of the 
path, and it was locked. But what country 
child was ever deterred by a locked gate? 
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Paul scrambled over, followed more grace- 
fully by Thor, and the two hurried down 
the hot high-road till they reached a low, 
three-gabled house, which differed from 
most of the houses in the village inasmuch 
as it had no garden in front, but stood right 
on the foot-path, while over its hospitably 
open door swung a creaking, faded sign, 
whereon were depicted a largely raniling 
cat and a pair of mason's compasses. 

Here Paol pulled up, breathless, his nose 
bedewed with beads of perspiration, and 
in preparation for his call he rubbed his 
face on the cotton sleeve of his blouse. It 
was stich a hot afternoon. The village 
street was absolutely deserted. Being 
Monday, all the mothers were bnsy in their 
back gardens hanging out the weekly wash 
to dry. The men were all in the fields get- 
ting in the hay. The hot, still air shim- 
mered in waves and ripples, as though it, 
too, were panting with the heat. Thor, his 
tongue hanging out and his great tail 
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Bwishing to and fro to keep off the flies, 
watched Paul with mild, inquiring eyes. 

" Now, Thor," said Panl, " Til explain." 

Thor waited politely expectant. 

"Pm Colonel Blood of Pike, and you, 
Thor, have got to be Jedge Phinn. You 
must try and look a bit more fiercer-like — 
like this." 

Here Panl frowned heavily, and tried to 
cock his hat at a truculent angle. Now it is 
almost impossible to cock a wide-brimmed 
sailor-hat that has been turned down all 
round for purposes of shade, but Paul 
tried his best. In his mind's eye he beheld 
a tall, ferocious-looking man, wearing a 
red shirt and high boots, who carried a 
bowie knife and a revolver thrust into his 
belt. Paul would like him to have had a 
sword as weU, but it didn't seem to come 
into the picture. He felt anxiously to as- 
certain that Colonel Blood's accoutrements 
were all in order. These consisted of a 
leather beJt, borrowed from Miss Goodlake, 
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a knitting stick of mother's, and a toy pop- 
gun, which, having done yeoman service in 
games of' all kinds for many years, no 
longer popped. These weapons had been 
concealed beneath his blonse while he was 
still subjected to the searching scrutiny of 
nurse. He now displayed them as con- 
spicuously as possible, while Thor con- 
tinned to pant and smile as only an affec- 
tionate dog can smile. 

"You don't look nearly fierce enough, 
Thor," Paul exclaimed discontentedly. 
"You don't look a bit like Jedge Phinn. 
Look at mel" 

Thor looked, and the adoring love in his 
wine-brown eyes was such that Colonel 
Blood of Pike was melted, and, stooping, 
kissed Jedge Phinn upon his hairy fore- 
head, remarking, " Poor old dear, I dare 
say you do your best; pVaps he was an 
amiable sort of chap. Come on I " 

An immemorial smell of beer hung thick 
about the entrance to the Cat and Com- 
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passes, and Colonel Blood of Pike sniffed 
dnbionsly as be strode across the threshold. 

" I wish I knew exactly how one mean- 
ders," he murmured to himself. " I expect 
it's something like this." 

" This " was a series of the long steps 
and stamps usually associated with villainy 
of all kinds in provincial theatres. Jedge 
Fhinn looked rather surprised at his com- 
panion's mode of entrance, but followed 
meekly in his customary graceful fashion, 
though he, too, sniffed the air inquiringly. 

The Cat and Compasses was entered by 
a narrow, stone-flagged passage. Just in- 
side the front door, on the right-band side, 
was the common room, also stone-flagged 
and sanded, a lar^^sh room, where the 
odour of the many hams dependent from 
the ceiling strove with the smell of beer for 
mastery. On the whole, the beer had it. 
Two high-backed settles flanked each side 
of the open fireplace, and a table across a 
door leading to another room behind (K>n- 



jbyGooglc 



The Heresies of Paul 

stitnted the bar. But cuetomers generally 
sat on the settles and drank their liquor 
leisurely. 

The yellow window-blind was down; but 
as it did not fit, long shafts of sunlight, 
bright with dancing motes, were stretched 
across the room. On one of the settles, 
fairly shaded by its high back, reposed the 
landlord, " Garge " Mmnford, a stout, som- 
nolent figure in shirt-sleeved, slippered 
ease, coat, waistcoat, and even braces, dis- 
carded. Like the rest of the village, the 
Cat and Compasses was very still, the only 
sound being the intermittent snores of its 
landlord. 

Jedge Phinn pricked up his ears; but 
Colonel Blood, stem of purpose, stamped 
across the floor and tapped loudly on the 
table with his penny. 

The landlord never stirred. 

" A whisky skin, if you please," Colonel 
Blood said in his most curate-lite voice, 
while Jedge Phinn advanced toward the 
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deeply Bleeping Mr. Mmnford and licked 
his looBely clasped hands — hands clasped 
upon that portion of his person described 
by Paul as " so rotmd in front." 

Still he did not wake. 

"I wonder what they'd have done if 
tiiey'd fonnd Tom Taggart as somid asleep 
as thisf *' Colonel Blood muttered to him- 
self. 

Insensibly his hand sought the weapons 
in his belt, and selected the knitting-stick. 
This was a smoothly-turned piece of wood, 
somewhat dagger-like in shape, which had 
been made for mother by an old man in the 
village. Old-fashioned knitters hold it 
under the arm and rest one of the needles 
in its end hollowed out for the pnrpoae. 
Mother never used it, and Paul had long 
ago annexed it for his private amusement. 

Now, he dog the sharp end somewhat 
vigorously into one of Garge Mnmford's 
portly legs, and that worthy woke with a 
start 

296 
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""What the . . ." he exclaimed londly, 
and stopped abruptljr, for on opening his 
eyes he beheld his wholly unexpected call- 
ers. 

" Tm sorry I had to prod yon, Mr. Mum- 
ford," Panl hastened to apologise, " bnt I 
couldn't seem to make you hear." 

"My stars! good fathers! if it baint 
Mazter Paul, to be sure I " and portly 
Oarge rose hastily to his feet. " Who sent 
you, my dear, and what be you pleased to 
want!" 

"Nobody sent me," Paul said, with 
dignity; "Pve come all by myself 'cept 
Thor, and I want a whisky skin, if yon 
please." 

Paul offered his penny to Mr. Mumford, 
who evidently could not believe his ears, 
for he repeated : " What did you please to 
want, my dear? " 

" A whisky skin," Paul said again firmly 
and londly. 

The landlord scratched his head and sat 
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down again on the settle. " I don't seem 
to onderstand nohow," he nmttered. 

"Oh, dear!" sighed Panl; "I thought 
you'd be sure to." 

" Sit you down alongside of me, Mazter 
Panl, do 'ee now, and yon teU me quiet 
what it is as yon do want." 

" Pve told you already, Mr. Mmnf ord : I 
want a whisky skin — a whiskt shin! 
Don't you know what that is? " 

" Well, sir, I can't say as I do. I've 'eerd 
tell of whisky, sure enough: not as many 
drinks it about 'ere ; gin's their tipple when 
they do 'ave spirits, but it's mostly beer. 
And skins I do know, same as potatoes or 
horanges or birds or beasteses, bat the two 
together I 'aven't never 'eerd tell on." 

"Mr. Mumford," Panl said confiden- 
tially, sliding up the settle a little nearer 
to his host, " have you ever been drunk? " 

"Now, don't 'ee, Mazter Panl I Don't 
'eel Whoever bin a-settin* you on to ast 
me a question the like o' that t You'd never 
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think on it your own self, an' I'm sure 
'tain't sqnoire, nor *is good lady, nor yet 
pasBon. It's them nasty, hinterferin' dis- 
tric" visitors, I'll be bound, wi' their guilds 
and sech fandanglements. Don't you be 
led away wi' none of it, Mazter Pan], An' 
me alius kep* sech a respectable 'ouse, too. 
Don't 'ee go for to do it, my dear — don't 'ee 
be led away wi' none o' that there caddie." 

Mr. MumfoTd spoke with such energy, 
his voice was so vibrant with emotion, and 
his feelings so manifestly hart, that Paul 
placed a small brown hand on the offended 
publican's knee, saying earnestly, " Mr. 
Kumford, dear, I only aaked because I 
thought p'r'aps you'd know and tell me 
what it was like. I want to know so badly. 
No one told me to ask you. No one knows 
I'm here. It was quite ont of my own head, 
really. And Fm awfully sorry if it was 
rnde. I suppose Pll have to wait till I can 
do it myself, then I'll know." 

Mr. Mumford's red countenance assumed 
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onoe more its cnstomaiy joviality, for 
PaTil's explanation was stamped hj unmis- 
takable veradty and sincerit;^. 

"All right, Mazter Panl, all ri^t, my 
dear; I alius 'ave 'eerd as yon be the hold- 
fadiionedst foece as is. I suppose it's that 
as makes yon talk so oncommon queer. 
Bnt now what's all this about idiisky an* 
takin* too much an' thatt 'Tain't no 
thoughts for tiio likes of yon, really 'tain't. 
. . . Bnt if BO be now as yon'd like a glass 
o' ginger-pop this 'ot afternoon, who! . . .** 

The landlord rose on hospitable thoughts 
intent. He pnshed back the table placed 
across the door leading into the inner 
room, and reappeared in a minute or two 
with two foaming glasses on a tin tray. 
One was a little browner than the other. 

"'Ere, Mazter Paul," he said genially, 
" yon 'ave some o' this. 'Tis a lot better 
for yon nor whisky." 

"Do you think," Paul asked before he 
tasted his own glass, " that you could give 
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this gentleman a little water in a bowlt 
He's firsty, too." 

Jedge Phinn being duly supplied, Paul 
and Mr. Miuuf ord sat down side by side on 
the settle and drank in silence. 

" If I said yon the whole poem, do yon 
think you cotdd explain it a bit? " Paul 
asked presently. 

Mr. Mumford nodded thrice, and once 
more Paul recited "The Mystery of Gil- 
gal," his audience looking much puzzled, 
but listening with absorbed attention. 
When Paol had finished, the landlord laid 
his empty glass on the settle and slapped 
his 1^. 

"Well, I never 'eerd the like o* that, 
neither. 'Twere a lawless place, yon take 
my word for it, so quarrelsome and 
snatchin' as they was. 'Tis plain, my dear, 
as that there whisky skin be an outlandish 
fnrrin way o* sayin' ' 'ot without,' which do 
mean whisky neat, an' much too strong it 
be for most. I alius 'ave 'eerd as eddica- 
9)1 
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tion'a getting beyond everything; bnt Then 
it comes to lamin' babes the like o' that 
there poetry, Pm done with it, that I be. 
Well, well, to be sure now I " 

" Do yon know where Pike Comity is, Mr. 
Mumfordt" 

"WeU, no, I can't say as I do; but I 
shonld think as it's in IicJand by the somid 
on it. All them rampageous doin's soonds 
like Fenians and sech, though what a jedge 
was doin' in such company passes me." 

A clock in the back room struck five. 

"Oh, dear," cried Paul, "it's tea-time! 
Here's my penny, and I'm much obliged, 
Mr. Mumf ord " 

The landlord waved away the proffered 
p^my. " Yon kip nn, Mazter Panl, for to 
buy 'mnbngs; you're very welcome to all 
as you've 'ad." 

" Come, Thor, we mnat run like any- 
thing," cried Paul; and the two hastened 
away. In the drive they met father. 

"Where on earth have you been!" he 
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demanded. "Nnrse has been looking for 
yon everywhere." 

Paul raised his small, flashed face, and 
the big, kind face looking down into his 
was so reassariug that he answered with- 
out any hesitation, " We've been to visit 
Mr. Mumford at the Cat and Compasses, 
bnt he couldn't tell us much, though he was 
very kind." 

Father thrust his hands deep into his 
pockets and surveyed his yoimger son. 

" So you've been to the Cat and Com- 
passes, eh? And what did you do there? " 

" We ca'mly drinked and jawed," said 
Paul. 
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ON HATTERS EDUCATIONAL 

I MB bent apcBi probing Ufa's mjsUij, 
And I write torvn asMjt & we«k, 
I TMd pore matbematioi and biatoiy, 
And h^ metaphyBict and Graek. 

X. T. Z. 
f 

TWO yoong ladies came to stay. Thej 
. were both teachers in a n^ghbouring 
ladies' college, and one of them we were 
told was a prodigy of learning, — a BJi. 
like the curate, and ever so much besides. 
The olher one had n't uiy letters after her 
name, but apart from this, and from all 
accounts, was almost equally gifted. We 
dreaded their appearance, but were com- 
forted when we heard that the Giant was 
also coming. 

"He will enjoy meeting each clever 
girla," mother said. 
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''He will enjoy seeing me again/* said 
Fiametta. 

"Anyway, we shall enjoy seeing lam,'* 
corrected Harry. 

They all three came on Friday evening. It 
appeared that the young ladies had what is 
called a term holiday and could only stay 
until Monday. We cheered up. 

One was caUed Rosomond and the other 
Eleanor. On first acquaintance (and after- 
wards) we Uked Eosomond best, thinking 
it possible that she might turn out to be the 
identical, cruelly deceived, and evilly en- 
treated Rosamond of the Purple Jar, the 
only one of Miss Edgeworth's child-heroines 
for whom we felt any affection. She gave 
ns the impression that she had not entirely 
forgotten her own youth (though she must 
have been quite three and twenty), that she 
was enjoying her holiday, and might perhaps 
be instrumental in obtaining one for us. 
The Giant also seemed to approve of Boso- 
mond ; it appeared be had met her before, 
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and he made it manifest that he was very 
glad to meet her again. She took an intel- 
ligent interest in dolla, and was not car- 
ried away by mete surface magnificence, lor 
she gave fully as much attention to my 
poor Irene, whoee hait was sadly thinned by 
over-zeal on my part, and whose clothes 
were neither new nor clean, as she did to 
the oriental splendours of Fiametta's Zu- 
leika. Moreover, her voice was gentle and 
her hands soft. She gave her opinion 
diffidently and rather like a well-bred child, 
and had evidently spent most of her life in 
towns, for she was so rapturously delighted 
with all the country sights and. scents and 
sounds that we took as a matter of course, 
— ^pleasant matter enoi^h, but always there, 
like one's relations. Tes, we decided, she 
probably wu Bosomond, just the sort of 
person Bosomcmd would grow up to be, 
tall and slim with a certain pretty sedate- 
ness of voice and manner, the result no 
doubt of all the repression and " learning 
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by experience" she had nndergone in her 
early youth. We would take her under 
our wing and be good to her, so Fiametta 
and I decided, only to find that Paul and 
Harry, after their various fashions, had come 
to the same decision. They would be good 
to her too 1 The result was that after tea 
everybody wanted to walk with Rosomoud 
"round the place/' while mother and the 
Giant had to entertain Eleanor, not that 
Eleanor missed us, — we very shortly discov- 
ered that, while expressing the very deepest 
interest in '* childhood," for her, children had 
no separate identities : they were " types " 
or "results" of divers kinds of training. 
She belonged to some dreadful society that 
"studied" children as though they were 
" 'ologies," and whenever she found a parent 
polite or meek enough to listen to her, gave 
forth her views, 

" With childiren, one should be educating 
all the time," she said to mother, and we 
hated her forthwitii ; " they should be 
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watched and guided in their play qnite as 
much as in their studies, that every facnliy 
may be developed equally. There is even a 
material register of our educational laboois 
made in the very substance of the child's 
brain " ; — the Giant shuddered — '* organ- 
ised games are so necessary becanse they 
l^ord opportunity for insight into charac- 
ter, and for self-discipline. How pro- 
foundly right, therefore, is Proebel in hi» 
games, where every action corresponds to 
some observed impression." 

" But don't you think," the Giant intei^ 
mpted, and we all stood still in the centre 
of the lawn to hear what he had got to say, 
"tiiat more ins^ht into character, and cei^ 
tainly an equal amoimt of give and take, 
and tiierefore self-discipline of the best sort, 
is provided by the games that children in^ 
vent for themselves t" 

" No," answered Eleanor ; " no doubt 
some good purpose is served by the games 
children invent for themselves, but the 
308 
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games taught by the Froebel sTBtem oorre- 
Bpond to facts, and advance the observation 
and knowledge of such things as should be 
familiar to every one." 

The Giant did not answer, but Fiametta, 
as nsufd ready to take part in any earthly 
dificussion, said gravely, '*I fear that you 
are lacking in imagination ! " 

Eleanor settled her jwice^tde more firmly 
on her nose and looked at FiameUa as 
though she would like to undertake her 
education there and then, when a material 
Twister of her educational methods would 
have assuredly ensued upon Fiametta's per- 
son. We all "chortled" inwardly. Lack 
of imagination was one of Fiametta's fa- 
vourite reproaches to us, being a phrase of 
her father's} it was annoying when per- 
sonally applied, but apparently Eleanor had 
no repartee ready, and we rejoiced. 

In the course of our walk we came upon 
the swing, and it was an understood thing 
tiiat whenever the Giant came he should 
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swing ever; one of tu in ttm. So he 
Bwung Eleanor; she had pretty feet and 
smart shoes wiUi buckles. He swung Roso- 
mond and her hair came down ; she blushed 
very much and seemed shyer than ever. 
After ereiy one had had a torn Paul 
exclaimed : 

"NowTonksI" 

Slowly and solemnly the Giant pushed 
the empty swing to and fro. This was an 
established ritual gone through whenever 
swinging was to the fore. "Tonks" was 
Fanl's familiar spirit who went with him 
everywhere and for the last jeax had shared 
all his pursuits. A chair was set for him 
at tea, and he had a birthday about every 
three weeks; to this we had no objection, 
for cook always made a cake in celebration 
thereof. We were all quite accustomed to 
him, and even Miss Goodlake took his exist- 
ence aa a matter of course ; but it was a 
proof that the Giant was one whose nature 
was "touched to finer issues" in that he 
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had made friends with Tonka at the very 
first, and required none of those tediom ex- 
planations regarding him so often demanded 
(as in this instance by Eleanor) by strangers, 
and given somewhat grudgingly by his 
creator as follows : " He 's my foster brother ; 
we waa changed at birf, but we 've got right 
again now ; he 'a ten years older tiian me 
and 'nonnously strong. He 's going to be 
a sergeant when he 's grown up, but he can't 
go into the cavalry 'cause he 'b too heavy — 
Sergeant says so." 

We knew very well that the appearance 
of Tonks — if such a phantasy can be said 
to make an appearance — was traceable in 
the first instance to Paul's overwhelming 
desire to be a third son. Boots in the 
Norse Tales was at that time his favourite 
hero, and Boots is always the youngest of 
three brothers. Wherefore, as Providaice 
had not seen fit to bestow upon Paul two 
dder brothers, he proceeded to remedy the 
omisBion after his own fashion. Once 
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Tonka was introduced into the family there 
was no getting rid of him ; his identity was 
firmly established, his character clearly de- 
fined, and tiiere are many people with whom 
in childhood I came into daily contact, who 
are far less real to me than this droll, fan- 
tastic figment of Paul's brain, who couldn't 
" go into the cavalry 'cause he was so heavy." 

There was still half an hour before the 
dressing-bell would ring, and Fiiunetta and 
I took Bosomond to sit in the arbour. 
Presently the Giant came too, and we were 
a very ti^t fit. The arbour was hollowed 
out of a huge box-tree said to be two him- 
dred years old ; the box grew so close and 
thick that no rain would penetrate, and it 
was a favourite refuge on wet days if we 
could only escape from the house in time, 
but as it was at the very bottom of the 
laurel walk tiiere was every opportunity of 
getting soaked before we reached it. 

" Do you know," said Fiametta to Boso- 
mond, " what it is like to be adored ? " " 
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** Yes," said the Giant, before Rosomond 
could answer, "she knows perfectly well, 
bat she does n't appreciate it." 

" That 's a pity," said Fiametta. " I *m 
adored but I appreciate it. I like it aw- 
fuUy!" 

Bosomond said nothing. She seemed to 
be watching with the utmost concentration 
a snail crawling across the entrance to the 
arbour. 

" My Daddie adores me," continued Fiar 
metta, " and bo do lots of his friends. 
People don't adore me quite so much down 
here. I wonder why ? " 

"I should think it's because they're 
not educated up to it," said the Giant 
gravely ; " but if it 's trying not to be 
adored quite as much as one is a>ccustomed 
to, think what it is to adore somebody who 
declines even to believe in your adoration. 
What would you do then ? " 

Fiametta looked up, sharply scmtiiuBing 
both the Giant and Rosomond, but neither 
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notioecl her, for the Giant waa watching 
Roaomond} and she waa watching the snaiL 

"If she didn't beUere me I ahould do a 
deed and make her." 

"What sort of a deed?" aaked the 
Oiant. 

Fiametta knitted her hrows and pon- 
dered, then shook her head. " Sometimes 
even that 's no use," she said sadly ; " there 
was GeofErey Rudel— " 

" How in the world do you know about 
Geoffrey Rudel t " asked Rosomond, wak- 
ing up. 

'* Oh, my Daddie told me all about him, 
and I can say a poem — 'There lived a 
singer in France of old ' — " 

" Do you think," interrupted the Giant, 
and I sympathised with him; Fiametta 
was far too fond of repeating poetry, and had 
infected Paul to such an extent that he 
made our lives a burden by going about 
saying aH day long, "In a land of sand, 
and ruin, and gold "■ because he liked the 
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sound of it. " Do you think that you and 
Janey could fetch your beantifol copy of 
the * Arabian Nights ' to show ub ? " 

"I can go," cried Fiametta with alac- 
rity aa she darted out and danced down 
the laurel walk ; " Janey need n't come — I 
know where it is." 

But the Giant g^itly pushed me out of 
the arbour, whispering, " Don't let her 
find it too quickly, Janey, if you love me ! " 

I fled after Eiametta, and just outside 
the house we encountered father, who asked 
** what we were crafting." 

On explaining our errand he suggested 
that it might rain, and that the " Arabian 
Nights " might get wet, which would be a 
terrible pity, that we 'd really better wait 
and show it to them when they came in, 
and finally that if we liked we might go 
there and then with him to see a new foal. 
In the excitement of this announcement we 
entirely forgot our guests, but I remember 
wondering aa I went up to bed how father 
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could have been bo mistaken as to the 
weather; it had turned out a perfectly 
lovely evening. 

It seems that in the meantime Eleanor 
had reflected that, peradTenture, she might 
further her stody of childhood by putting 
Paul through a sort of examination as to 
his knowledge of history, to which end she 
sought him in the schoolroom where he 
was helping Harry to oil bis bat. 

Eleanor was no diplomat ; the " h^h 
Beriousness" with which she regarded her 
ultimate aim precluded any frivolous " lead- 
ing up ** to the subject in hand. Seating 
herself in friendly wise upon the table, and 
swaying her veiy pretty feet, she began at 
once in a tone calculated to inspire confi- 
dence. "Now, tell me, who are your 
favourite characters in history ? " 

Harry, utterly panic-stricken at this un- 
expected and unprovoked attack, looked 
imploringly at Paul, who reassured him by 
a quick upward glance under his long lashes. 



jbyGoogIc 



On Matters Educational 

then settled his £ace into an expression of 
such inexpressible sanctity, that Hairy kne v 
he was in for a good thing. 

" I 've only one very favourite car'rater," 
said Paul slowly. 

"Tell me who it is, dear, and why. I 
am so interested." 

"My favourite car'rater is Henry tiie 
Eighth." 

"Henry the Eighth!" repeated Eleanor 
aghast J " why Henry the Eighth ? " 

" Because he was such a remarkable 
man." 

" Remarkable ! In what way ? He was 
anything but an estimable man. What 
do you mean ? " 

"I'll tell you," said Paul confidingly; 
" you see ht had more wives 'van chDdren. 
Now, I've noticed most pertickler that 
most people have more children 'van wives. 
He had more wives 'van children." 

" But that 's no reason for lAkxi^ bim ! " 
expostulated Eleanor. 
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"That's why /like him/' Paul replied 
fiimly. 

Eleanor looked hard at Paul, but he met 
her scrutiny with the gaze of a aerioos- 
minded seraph. " I can't say I adnuie 
your taste nor can I see your point of 
view — " she began, when the dressing-bell 
rang. 

Harry speeded the parting guest by 
politely opening the door, shut it after her, 
and sank heavily on the nearest diair. 
" However did you think of old Henry the 
Eighth ? " he exclaimed admiringly. 

Paul turned head over heels joyously. " I 
gave her the first I thought of that I didn't 
care much about. I was n't going to give 
her any heroes 1 Fancy calling Drake and 
Baleigh * faVrit car'raters ' I What cheek ! " 

"D' you think she guessed you were 
rotting her?" 

Paul shook his head emphatically, then 
said meditatively, "I wonder why mother 
thinks her so clever ? " 
31S 
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Now the question is, did mother think her 
so clever ? I often wwider toa 

When I reflect how entirely tmafEected 
by her seeming enthusiasm for eveiy new 
thing was the actual course she took in 
our education, I begin to think that mother 
was really a good deal " cleverer " than the 
people she imaged she admired. That 
she thought she admired them there is no 
doubt, she was too absolutely sincere to 
pretend admiration that she did not feel; 
but I think she discriminated subtly and 
insensibly between what she knew was 
wise in practice, and what was as yet 
merely untried theory. She was quite open 
to conviction, even ready to make experi- 
ment, provided such experiment in no way 
interfered with what she deemed necessary 
and useful discipline. 

For instance, although professedly a 

devout follower of Froebel and a member 

~ of those numerous societies and unions by 

means of whose organs " the educated 

319 
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mother" ventilates her experience, her 
difficulties, and more frequently her "views " 
as to the proper bringing up of children, 
yet kindergarten pursuits played but a very 
secondary part in our education. We were 
taught to read and to know our miiltiplica^ 
tion-tables, whether we found the procesa 
pleasing or not, but if, as was sometimes the 
case, we found the kindergarten handi- 
crafts profoundly distasteful, they were not 
insisted upon. When first we were taught 
to make mats by threading difEerent 
coloured strips of paper transversely after 
the manner of darning, Paul finished his 
before any of us. He laid it on the table, 
and after glaring at it with immense dislike 
for some minutes, cromi^ed it up into a 
ball, exclaiming, " It 's perfectly hideous ! 
hideous I hideous ! " 

Poor Miss Goodlake, who was pleased 
that Paul bad so quickly mastered the 
necessary knack, was greatly distressed at 
this wanton destruction of its result, and in 
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the middle of her lamentations mother came 
into the schoolroom. 

The matter was laid before her, likewise 
the crumpled square of woven stripe of 
shiny red, black, and blue paper. 

*' It 's certainly not pretty," said mother, 
"nor is it of any earthly use. Paul need n't 
make any more ; he may do sums instead." 

Now Paul hated sums, for, as he pathet- 
ic^y remarked, " the oftener you add a line 
up the difierenter it comes." His only con- 
solation was that " Tonks never got any 
answers right at allt " 

For mere sentiment mother had but 
small toleration, and endearments canying 
with them no kindliness of deed found but 
small favour in her eyes. A certain gush- 
ing family of young cousins used occasion- 
ally to stay with us, who never addressed 
each other save as "love," "darling," or 
"sweetheart," who quarrelled incessantly, 
and exacted grown-up interference to setUe 
their quarrels. This we considered deplor- 
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ably bad taste, and entirely i^nst all 
recogniaed nnrsery and Bchoolroom etiquette. 
Oar aunt, mothei^B auter, not infrequently 
deplored our seeming coldness and lack o£ 
affeotitm cme for anoUier, and mother would 
smile and say carelessly, " Oh, they *re fond 
enough of each other, but we 're not demon- 
stfaUve as a family." 

One day as we elder children were mtting 
at lunch, there was a fearful bump overhead, 
followed by heartrending shrieks and yells; 
my aunt jumped up in haste prepared to 
fly to the rescue, but mother pulled her 
down in her seat, saying quietly, "Don't 
excite yourself, Adelaide, it's cmly sweet- 
heart who has knocked down my love I " 
And BO it was ; and as " my love " had been 
sitting on a hi^ chair, she fell with consid- 
erable violence. 

We liked Aunt Adelaide, but we loathed 
our cousins, who were, as Harry pat it, " the 
eeniest-peeniest chits you ever saw." 
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It ii the seuoQ aow to go 
Abont the conntry high and low. 
Among thn lilaot hand in hand. 
And two by two in fairyland. 

B. L. S. 

THERE was a tennis party, and from 
the schoolroom window we watched 
the people on the lawn. We could see 
father, and mother, and Miss Eleanor, and 
Miss Goodlake, lots of the people from the 
Close, Sir William's two tall, high-nosed 
daughters, — even Paul could not surround 
them with any halo of admirative romance, 
— but nowhere coiild we descry Boaomond 
and the Giant, and the society of Bobo- 
mond and the Gi^at was what we coveted. 
" Don't let 's go onto the lawn, let 's go 
and look for them in the orchard ; I know 
they 're there," suggested Fiametta. 
323 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

I was nothing loath, only too thankful 
that for once Fiametta showed no desire to 
join the company long before we were sent 
for; all the same I felt a misgiving that 
perhaps the truants might not particularly 
desire to be found. Still, aa Bosomond was 
going that evening, that Eleanor waa going 
too caused us no regret. In our nightly 
parliament, on the shafts of the hay-cart, 
we had agreed that B. A.'s — lady B. A.'s — 
were as bad as the averai^e lecturer, lit'ry 
Olid scientific; worse in fact, for they, at 
least Eleanor, asked more questions. Quite 
unconsciously we realised and instinctively 
resented that she was "studying" us all 
the time, classifying us, and arranging our 
characteristics under the heading of " types." 
She talked incessantly, and the path of her 
discourse was liberally bestrewed with such 
phrases as "abstract conception," "consti- 
tutional tradition," " philosophic right," 
"compassable end," and the like. We 
did n't in the least understand her remarks, 
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but Paul, as usual, seized upon the new 
words and garnished his converBation with 
soQorouB phrases having no earthly bearing 
on what he wanted to say, thereby render- 
ing the majority of his remarks unintelli- 
gible to the lay mind. 

" Psychic force " was a phrase that filled 
him with joy, and aa we passed his garden 
on our way to the orchard, we found him 
" telling a story " to his lead soldiers, as in 
a straggling, unsteady line they made their 
moveless march through a forest of gravel 
flower. 

** And the psTchic force came rolliog with a aawfnl 
dark- blue sound, 
And the psychic force came rolling till it sqsaabed 
them flat as flat." 

The soldiers did not seem at all impressed 
by this dread prophecy, though it is true 
that one of them fell over onto his side ; 
but a lumbering red-nosed beetle had some- 
thing to do with that. 

From the time that Paul first learnt " Of 
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man's first disobedience/' he delighted in 
attempts at blank Terse, the " meaning 
did n't matter " in the least if there was 
some approach to rhythm. One of his 
efEorts deecriptive of dawn, began : 

" The moontfol mooa bM to'en his troosen off. 
And bII the Btars, they have cast down their 
■hoea." 

I quite forget the rest, but I know that 
we all thought it rather fine. 

Paul, on this occasion, declined to accom- 
p^iy our search-party, as the psychic force 
had not nearly done with his soldiers, so 
Fiametta and I strolled leisurely through 
the kitchen-garden, refreshing ourselves 
with young peas aa we went. 

" What makes you think they 've gone 
to the orchard 7 " I asked. 

" Because you can't see it from any other 
part," replied Fiametta the sophisticated. 
" The garden waU 's too high, and the peo- 
ple in the road can't see you because of tiie 
^0 
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hedge ; besides, there 'a the paddock between, 
and look how thick the trees are in the 
orchard. Janey ! " — and Fiametta grasped 
my arm with as mach emphatic confidence 
as though she had prefaced her remark by 
" hist ! " — " Janey, I believe that the Giant 
wants to marry Bosomond ! " 

The same thought had occurred to me, 
but I would have died rather than give 
expression to it. " Why don't you answer, 
Janey ? " she continued. " Don't you think 
so, too ? " 

We reached the door leading to the 
orchard, and it stood ajar. What would 
father have said, and all those young 
chickens in the orchard ! We shut it care- 
fully after us, and peered about under the 
dear, crooked, wide-branched trees. 

" There they are ! " cried Fiametta. " See I 
I told you so." 

And behold the Giant and Bosomond 
were advancing towards us hand in hand, 
and in their faces there was a bri^bness 
327 
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not whdly to be accounted for by the Ute 
afternoon sunshine touching them so ten- 
derly. They looked very taU as they came 
over the dappled grass together, and I 
thought how father had said the other 
evening that they were " a fine upstanding 
couple," — father liked tall people. 

"Blue maiden 1" the Giant called out 
when he saw us, imd his big, strong voice 
seemed a trifle husky; "the princess has 
relented." 

" Ah, I knew she wonld ! " and Fiametta 
nodded wisely as one who understood and 
regarded with amused toleration the ways 
of woman, and of princesses in particular. 

" How did you know ? " asked Bosomond, 
and she gave me her other hand to hold 
although I had said nothing at all. 

" Because they always do," Fiametta re- 
plied triumphantly. " There 'd be no story 
if they gave in at the very first." 

" There has n't been much story as it is," 
and BoBomond gave a little sigh, then lifted 
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her ejes and looked at the Giant and 
laughed the happiest Uttle laugh. 

" It 's the most wonderful story in the 
world," said the Giant ; " and there *s next 
to none of it told yet. The interesting part 
is all to come." 

'< I *m BO glad it isn't that B. A. person," 
I Baid with a sigh of relief. 

The Giant and Boaomohd looked at one 
another, — they did that all the time, 
though, — and Rosomond took my chin in 
her hand and turned my face towards her. 
** What do you mean, Janey ? " she asked. 
"What is your objection to B. A.'s?" 

" I *m glad it is n't Miss Eleanor, any- 
how." 

" But she is n't a B. A.," the Giant 
exclaimed. 

" Well, mother said that one of them 
was a 6. A., and of course we thought it 
was her," I replied, too puzzled to concern 
myself with such trivialities as grammar. 
« Who is the B. A., then ? " 
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The Giant took Boiomond by the Moul- 
ders and shook her gently. "Ton most 
never tell of her," he said. ** I 've prom- 
ised to try and overlook it myself, and, as 
yon see, no one would ever guess that she 
knew more mathematics than anybody else, 
so it does n't really matter. I 've quite 
foigotten it." 

**He needn't be eo proud," Bosomond 
interrupted ; '* he 's got a whole alphabet 
after his name." 

" I don't think letters after a name mat- 
ter much, if the person and the name are 
both pretty," s^d Fiametta thoughtfully, 
" and Rosomond — " 

" Fulfils both conditions," cried the Giant. 
" And now we must go and have tea with 
the otiiers." He held out his hand and 
Rosomond pat hers into it, and they went 
away through the door in the wall, leaving 
it wide open again. We stood in the shadow 
and watched them as they walked swiftly 
hand in hand down the broad, sunny, garden 
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path, with the tall, white liliea on either 
side ; it suddenly felt cold in tiie orchard 
and a little lonely, for thej had n*t asked 
US to go with them. 

When we got back to Paul, he was still 
retailing the devastations of the psychic 
force to his soldiers. In great excitement 
we proceeded to tell him the news. " It 's 
Rosomond who is the B. A., and she 's going 
to marry the Giimt, and not Eleanor at all," 
I concluded, as a sort of chorus to Fiametta, 
who, of course, got the news out first. 

"What's he done to make her?" asked 
Paul, getting up from his knees and looking 
at us with the queer dazed expression he 
always wore when suddenly interrupted in 
one of his plays. 

" Oh, I suppose he asked and asked, 
and worried and worried, and was very 
unhappy — " 

*' But what 's he done ? " 

" I don't think real grown-up people do 
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mndi/' I lejoined sorrowfnlly. ** lint it 
funny, tiiough, that Bosomond '0 the B. A^ 
not Eleanor T " 

«What'gaB.A.?" 

** I don't know, but it 'b sometiiing very 
learned, 'specially for a lady. Did n't you 
think Eleanor was the B. A. ? " 

Paul grinned. " She 'a softer thzut Dor- 
cas, really. Shell believe anything silly; 
but the really things, she says, are 'magina- 
tions. Now Bosomond is n't like that ; she 
understands, so does the Giant." 

" The Giant is a darling," said Fiametta 
with decision, " and I 'm going to see all 
the people. You can't come, Paul, for 
you're all over moiild." 

Paul looked ruefully at his dirty smock. 
He liked society, and Sir William would 
be sore to drive his daughters back. 

" D' you think I might leave my soldiers 
here aH night?" he asked. " They're so 
happy." 

I stooped down and looked into the little 
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forest of gravel flower, and sure enough th« 
leaden men looked singularly debonnaire and 
jaunty in the pleasant pinky shade. Was 
thiB, also, one of the " really things^" I 
wondered ? 
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. . . m J ervybody'i moon. 
Which vmjbodj looka on and mlla hisi 
And, I aiqipcMe, !■ kwbd on bj ia tun, 
While abe looka — no ona'a : 

BoBTKT BKOwnmo 

EVERY three yeaia iheie is a gala week 
in Oarchester, the moBlcal leatiral held 
at the Catiiedral. Every big home in i^e 
■arronnding countty ia filled for it ; visitora 
flock from, the neighbouring towna ; the old 
city blossoms into bunting, and its narrow 
streets are thronged with pretty ladies in 
holiday attire. 

As a rule our part in the festival waa 
confined to an occasional drive into town 
to take mother and her guests to the 
Cathedral; but tMs year Mr. Gl3mn had 
taken tickets for Miss Ooodlake, Fiametta, 
and me, for both the " Messiah " and the 
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"Elijah/' tmA it is doabtful which of the 
three of ua was the more elated. Perhaps 
Fiametta took it moat coolly, she had been 
to many concerts in London, bat never " to 
one in a Cathedral." Moreover, the " voice- 
ful Canon " had invited Mr. Glynn's party 
to lunch with him on both these days. 

We called him the " voiceful Canon " be- 
cause he read and intoned quite differently 
to anybody else ; even lather never slept in 
the Cathedral when he intoned the Litany. 
He was only a minor Canon really, but he 
lived in the Close in a queer little curly 
house built over a Gothic archway. 

He wore very old clothes, and constantly 
smoked a meerschaum pipe the colour of a 
brown fritillary. His insepiuiable compan- 
ion was a bandy-legged bull-terrier, and we 
loved them both. 

Mother used often to take us to afternoon 
service at the Cathedral, if we happened to 
be in town, and the first time Fiametta saw 
the voiceful Canon, the l^son for the day 
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happened to be the twenty-seventh chapter 
of Genesifl. 

Service was aa usual in the choir, and I 
remember the little thrill of excited ex- 
pectatdon with which we noted the ugly 
wooden acafEoldings and rows of chorus 
seats in the nave. 

When the voiceful Cuion b^an to read, 
Elametta sat forward in her seat in the 
Deanery pew ; her big eyes blazed, and she 
grew pale as she always did when excited. 

The story of Jacob's treachery was very 
vivid, told iu that wonderfully musical, 
grave voice, almost monotonous in its 
measured periods, tiU suddenly the " ex- 
ceeding bitter cry" went echoing up into 
the traceried roof, "Bless me, even me 
also, my father." 

There was the sound of a little splash on 
the wooden bookboiuxl in front of us, and 
I tamed and looked at Fiametta to find 
that big tears were streaming down her 
cheeks. 



Madame Laferre 

She took my hand — Fiametta always 
wanted a hand to hold whether she was 
glad or sorry — and held it tight, but she 
did not Bay anything, ahe was learning that 
in England we don't speak in churches. 

As mother had to call at the palace we 
went out through the cloisters, and met 
the Toiceful Canon as he came out of the 
Chapter room. Fiametta stopped right in 
hb path, looking up at him with tear-washed 
eyes set in an earnest, flushed little face, and 
asked gravely, " Don't you think Jacob was 
a scoundrel 7 " 

He pulled up short and stared at the 
slender blue-clad figure silhouetted ag^nst 
the grey distance of that symmetrical 
avenue of "interlaced stone branches." 
"Don't you?" repeated Fiametta, giving 
an impatient little pull at his arm. 

The swing door at the end of the cloister 
closed bdiind mother and Miss Goodlake, 
who went out under the imprewion that we 
were following. " He behaved abomina- 
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reply, " and I 'm coming to the festival next 
week, and so are Janej and Miss Ooodlake 
— to the ' EUjah ' and the ' Messiah ' 1 " 

" Then you must all three oome to lunch 
with me, and there joull see at close 
qufuiers some of the celebrated folks 
you've just been listening to. Won't that 
be fun?" 

While Fiametta was expressing her satis- 
faction at this arrangement together with a 
pious hope that he would have mermgues for 
lunch, mother and Miss Goodlake came back 
to look for us. 

The Toiceful Canon repeated his invitation 
to mother, and it was accepted. 

"I'm glad you hate Jacob," Fiametta 
called out, as we parted from the Canon in 
Palace Yard, " I do," 

During festival week everybody in the 
Close keeps open house, so that when in 
the interval of the " Elijah " we arrived at 
the voiceful Canon's, it seemed somewhat 
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doubtful whether we should ever get in at 
all, far less get anything to eat. Once in- 
side, we were so tightly wedged in the 
crowd filling his tiny elbow-shaped hall, that 
we couldn't so much aa catch a glimpse of 
our host, and being extremely hungry, we 
envied certain militia officers who were 
lunching on the staircaae with the Canon's 
pretty nieces. Presently, however, he saw 
us, and by dint of mnch poshing and squeez- 
ing, with laughing requests from the Canon 
that folks would make way for his " distin- 
guished visitors," we got into the dining- 
room, where places had been kept for us at 
a table with three of the wonderful people 
who " had sung by themselves " that very 
morning. 

The room was positively cramm^, but 
for me the company only held the two 
ladies and the stout jolly man who had 
just been filling the Cathedral nave with 
music — and such music! One lady was 
tall, dark, and grave, as befitted the owner 
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of the deepest contralto voice in the pro- 
fession. But the other t How shall I de- 
scribe that other? Hungry as I was, I 
could hardly eat any lunch for the wonder 
of watching her. From her French name 
to her soft American accent, she was a 
succession of contradictions, an incarnation 
of pu^ox. A little crowd of men, mostly 
clerics (but they also are hiunan), stood 
behind her chair, and she tilted her face 
back to them from time to time, and smil- 
ing, said something that was invariably 
greeted with delighted laughter. A per^ 
fumed rustle accompanied her every move- 
ment — and she was never still. I am not 
even sure if she was pretty ; her face was 
square and pale, framed in masses of dark, 
heavy hair drawn back from her forehead 
in a fashion then unosual; her mouth 
was big, red-lipped, and mobile, and when 
she laughed she showed two even rows of 
small white teeth. For the rest, she was 
little and plump; such a figure in an or- 
341 



jbyGoogIc 



A Romance of the Nursery 

dinary woman would be stigmatised as 
" dumpy," but she left you no time for cri- 
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are not like him, nor are you like — " She 
stopped. 

" I 'm like Mr. Rossetti's Blessed Damozel, 
that 'a who I 'm like, he says so himfielf ; 
Daddie, I mean. Now you are like la 
Giacondaj do you think you're like la 
Giaconda ? " 

Madame Laferre put both her elbows on 
the table and rested her chin in her hands, 
still staring at Fiametta as she answered 
slowly in her musical drawl, " Now that is 
curious; I've been told that before, but 
never by a child." 

" Perhaps you don't see many children," 
Fiametta suggested. "I never did till I 
came here, but I like them, specially Jauey, 
she's my dearest friend," wid Fiametta 
turned and smiled encouragingly at me. 
Aa the gaze of the entire company followed 
hers, I wished that the earth might open 
and swallow me up, but evidently they 
found me of but secondary interest, for in 
another moment my cheeks were permitted 
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to cool thenuelves in homble obscurity once 
more. 

Madame Laferre asked Fiametta so many 
questions, mid seemed so interested in her - 
replies, that the group of worshippers be- 
hind her chair got no more backward 
glances, and long before we had finished 
our grapes it was time to go back to the 
Cathedral. 

As we thronged ont into the Close I got 
separated for a few minntes from Fiametta 
and Miss Goodlake, and drifted into a group 
consisting of Madame Laferre and her 
henchmen. 

" At the Court, you say ? Squire Stani- 
land's — about three miles out ? " were the 
questions I heard her ask of one of them, 
and I wondered if she intended coming to 
call on mother. 

It was a strange week, that festival 

week ; I seemed to move in a sort of dieam 

in which vaulted roofs echoed to a great 

concourse of sweet sounds; gaily dressed 
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crowds, no l£ssons, and hasty meals in 
which salmon and pinaapple hulked largely, 
were all mixed together in a bewildering 
jumble, while against this background of 
motley experience the blue-clad figure of 
Fiametta stands out with quaint distinction. 

Two days elapsed between the perform- 
ance of the " Elijah *' and that of the 
" Messiah," so we had time for plenty of 
discussion anent the one experience before 
entering on the next. I seem to have spent 
those two days entirely with Fiametta; I 
can't remember what became of the boys, 
but it is not imlikely that our somewhat 
superior attitude of " nearly grown-up young 
ladies," taking part iu a social function of 
importance, caused them to shun our society. 
At all events they were not in the least 
envious of our privileges, as they regarded 
with cold distrust any pursuit that took one 
into church for the greater part of a day. 

We did not see Madame Laferre next 
time we went to lunch with the voiceful 
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Canon on the f oUowing Friday, but daring 
the drive home mo^r told lu that she had 
met her at the Deanery. 

"Did you like her?" asked Fiametta 
eagerly. "Don't you tiiink she 'a very 
pretty?" 

MoUier Bhook her hwA smilingly. " No, 
I don't think she is pretty. I think she 's 
a great artist who sings very beautifully, 
but beyond that I don't think I want to 
know very much about her. She does not 
strike me as a sincere person." 

There was an Edgeworthian ring about 
tiiis remark that made me feel very kindly 
disposed towards Madame Laferre. "Do 
you mean that she is untruthful, mother ? " 
I asked resentfully. 

"No, no, my dear Jimey, how you do 
jump at conclusions; I only meant that 
her way of expressing herself strikes me as 
somewhat exaggerated, but that is only my 
opinion, other people may think quite dif- 
ferently." 
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" I think she is quite heantiful and de- 
lightful and wonderful," cried Fiametta. 
" Do ask her to come here ! do, dear Mrs. 
Staniland ! ** 

"I couldn't do that, dear," said mother 
decidedly. "Besides, I expect she leaves 
Garchester to-day. Tomorrow is the last 
day of the festival and they are going to 
give Beethoven's ' Missa Solennis. ' She is 
not singing in that, so I expect she will 
go away at once." 

" I should like to have seen her again ! " 
and Fiametta sighed wistfully. 

I, too, would have liked to see her 
again, but although I instinctively resented 
mother's criticism as savouring of Miss 
Sdgeworth, at the hack of my brain I had 
an nneac^ suspicion that it was just ; and 
almost onconsciously I began comparing 
her with mother who was, of all things, " a 
sincere person." 

That time certainly ranks as an epoch 
in a child's mind when first it regards its 
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motiieT as an indiTidual, ceasmg for the 

moment to take her for granted with that 
happj trustfukiess which can conceive of 
nothing difEerent. We were all very silent 
daring tiie rest of the drive homeland I 
remember that, for the first time in my 
mental history, such a contingency aa that 
I might have had a different sort of mother 
presented itself as possible — and— how- 
unpleasant I 
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And ao m lut her. 

BoBKKT BKovxnra 

" TANEY, I can't sleep. The muBic goes 
J over and over in mj head — that sheep 
piece, where you hear them pattering. 
Can I come into your bed for a little and 
talk?" 

By this time I had got used to Fiametta's 
occasional sleeplessness, to me a thing un- 
known, BO I made room lor her in my bed 
— we were a very tight fit — and took one 
of her hot little hands in mine. 

" Janey, that music has made me want 
my Daddie so badly — I wish he was at 
home again. I Ve never wanted him before 
without being able to get him, and it aches 
me. I haven't wanted him so badly for 
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at dessert, and I sat on Daddie's knee all in 
the nice smell of smoke ; and one of them 
(he had long hair, such rumplj hair ! and 
fiometimes talked so loud) came and knelt 
by Daddie's chair and took bold of my bare 
foot and kissed it, and he looked so solemn 
just as though he were saying his prayers. 
He was a poet, Janey, too, though not so 
nice as Daddie, and then they put me on ihs 
table and 'toasted* me; you know what 
that means ? and then they all went away 
because Daddie wanted to pat me to bed 
all himself. Oh, I do wish he would come 
home ! " 

"He'll be home before very long," I 
remarked consolingly, " and then you *11 be 
so happy you won't know what to do." 

"I know what I'll do then," aghed 
Fiametta ; " it 's what I 'm to do now that 
troubles me." 

" Oo to sleep," I suggested. 

Fiametta sighed again and slowly got 
out of my bed. '* I 'U try, Janey," she 
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said with unes^cted meekness; "yon'n 
always so unintereating at night." 

Fiametta t^reed with the poet who 
declared that " night lor sleep was never 
made." From my point of view it was 
made wholly and solely for that purpose. 

Father and mother had gone for the 
whole day to Garchester, it was the last 
day of the festival. We did desultory 
lessons with Miss Gloodlake in the morning, 
lessons which finished for the day at twelve ; 
after lunch we were free to do what we 
liked till teartime. Paul and Harry went 
to play cricket in the vicarage field ; they 
invited us to come and watch them, but we 
preferred to "play at ladies" under the 
larches near the drive gate, where there 
were delightful suites of rooms formed by 
overhanging branches, and a pleasant shade 
singularly suited to the constitutions of our 
dolls. Miss Goodlake retired to write letters, 
and we arranged our respective households 
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and exchanged hospitality in peaceful 
secluaioii. 

We played very happily for an hour or 
so, till the atillnesa was broken by the 
crunching of wheels on the road outaide. 
The wheels stopped a little way from the 
gate, there was a sound of footsteps, and a 
young woman pushed the gate open and 
stood still as if to listen. She reminded me 
a little of Eliza, our parlom>maid, wearing 
the same sort of plain black dress with neat 
colliar and cufEs, and a little black bonnet 
tied under the chin with strings ; but the 
expression of her thin, sallow face was quite 
other than Eliza's, so alert was it; very 
little would escape the scrutiny of that pair 
of bright, dark eyes, and as if in answer to 
their compelling gfize, Fiametta stepped out 
from our hiding-place to see who had arrived. 

The bright eyes closed with a snap and 

the stranger's aspect changed from that of a 

vigilant scout in unknown territory to the 

expressionless calm of a w^l-trained servant, 
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as she asked respectfully, " Are yon Miss 
Glynn, Miss ? " 

" Yes, I 'm Fiametta ; do you waat to see 
me?" and. the little bine figure pushed 
through the prickly barberry bushes border- 
ing the drive to join her questioner. I fol- 
lowed, full of curiosity as to this mysterious 
visitor. 

" Madame Laferre would like to speak to 
you for a few minutes if you would come. 
Miss. She 's in a carriage just outside and 
thought perhaps you would come for a 
little drive with her." 

"Come along, Janeyl" cried Fiametta 
joyfully, "the beautiful singing lady is 
here ; it 's like something that might have 
happened to Schemselnihar t " 

" What fun ! " I exclaimed rapturously, 
preparing instantly to join Fiametta in this 
entrancing expedition. But my transports 
were moderated only too quickly as the maid 
said quietly, "Madame Laferre only asked 
for Miss Glynn, Miss. I don't think there 
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would be room for three, it's a very litUe 
* broom/ " 

I waa dreadfully mortified, but we are all 
proud, so without a word I dragged my 
hand out of Fiametta's and plunged into 
the bushes again. 

" Do you mind, Janey ? " she called after 
me. " Tou see she once knew my Daddie." 

" Of course not," I called back, wrestling 
with a lump in my throat that would make 
my voice sound hoarse and strange. Fia* 
metta threw me a hasty kiss and tripped 
away in company with the stranger, and in 
another minute I heard the sound of depart- 
ing wheels. 

That it was shocking, d^raded, positively 
" oikish " as the boys would say, to want 
to go an3rwhere where people did not 
want me, I was painfully aware. All the 
same I envied Fiametta, and thought her 
very unkind in consenting to go without 
me. Sitting down on the dry gritty ground 
(the ground under larches is always hard 
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and gritty) with my back against a tree, I 
shut my eyes tight that I might not disgrace 
myself by cryiiig, and presently I must have 
fallen asleep, for the next thing I rememb^' 
wa« the sound of wheels and of hors 
hoofs in the drive itself, aiad I scrambled 
my feet just in time to catch a fleeti 
glimpse of Dutton as he turned his hon 
smartly round the bend where the ahrubbt 
ended. Dutton would not have driT 
slowly up to the house for the world. 

" It must be tea-time then," I reflect* 
" or father and mother would not be hon 
Piametta must have found me asleep a 
gone back to the house." She bad i 
taken her dolls, though ; models of depo: 
ment, all the doUs were still seated at t 
tea-party Madame Laferre's maid had Int 
rupted. 

I gathered them up in my arms, a 
yawning noisUy with no one to rebuke i 
strolled slowly up to the house. I ft 
unaccountably tired and slack, it was su 
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a hot afteraoon, grey and still and breath- 
less. I did n't feel half awake even when 
I reached the schoolroom, where Mias Good- 
lake stood at the table infusing the tea. 

" Where htxoe you been, Janey ? " she 
asked crossly. " Did n't you hear the bell t 
It rang twenty minutes ago, — and where 's 
Fiametta ? " 

*' Is n*t she here ? " I asked wearily as I 
laid the great bundle of dolls down on the 
sofa. " I suppose she 's in the house some- 
where." 

I had no intention of excitii^ myself this 
time. "Perhaps she 's in the drawing- 
room with mother," I continued ; " they 're 
back." 

" Go and see, and tell her to come to 
tea at once. Really this has been the 
most irregular week. You are aU quite 
disorgtuiised." And Miss Goodlake shut 
the tearpot lid with an angry little slap. 
I noticed creases in her cheeks which showed 
that she too had been asleep. 
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Father and mother were having tea quite 
alone for a wonder. I had gone quietly 
round to the open French window to see if 
Fiametta was there, that I might not dis- 
turb them if she were not. Mother was 
leaning back in her chair looking very 
tired ; she had had a hard week. Father 
saw me, however, and called me in with 
Miss Goodlake's question, " Where 's Fia- 
metta ? " 

" I suppose she has n't come back from 
her drive yet, father," I answered. 

" What drive 7 " asked father, who always 
knew to a minute what horses went out. 

"Madame Laferre came and fetched her 
for a drive just after lunch." 

Mother laid down her cup and sat for- 
ward in her chair staring at me in the 
utmost astonishment as she repeated incred- 
ulously, " Madame Laferre 7 And Miss 
Goodlake let her go ?" 

" Oh, we never asked Miss Qoodlake, there 
wasn't time." 
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" Explain what you mean> Janey, I don't 
understand. Have you been out of the 
grounds 7 " 

" Oh, no, mother ! Madame Laferre sent 
her maid. We were playing under the 
larches near the drive gate, where we often 
play at houses, and the maid came and 
{uked Fiajuetta to go for a drive, and so she 
went." 

" With whom ? " mother aaked irritably. 
" And you let her go alone without asking 
Miss Croodlake or anything t " 

" I was n't asked to go. The maid 
specially said 'only Miss Glynn.'" 

" But what did Madame Laferre say ? 
What explanation did she give of this most 
extraordinary proceeding? and why didn't 
you go at once to Miss Goodlake to tell her 
where Fiametta had gone ? " 

As mother showered her questions upon 
me I began to feel that somehow I had 
behaved very badly. " I did n't see Madame 
Laferre at all," I said apologetically. 
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ihe schoolroom youreelf till I send for you ; 
have your tea." 

I had n't much desire for tea all alone in 
the schoolroom. Every one seemed so cross 
and perturbed. Miss Goodlake did not 
come back, Lucy and nurse had gone to tea 
with Mrs. Dutton, the boys were still at the 
vicarage. I had never had tea alone in all my 
life before, and in its commonplace way it 
seemed a sort of foreshadowing of that 
feeling of personal responsibility which was 
to come upon me for the first time in my 
life. Already I felt uncomfortably certain 
that mother blamed me for letting Fiametta 
go without first asking leave from Miss 
Goodlake j and I could n't explain to mother 
that the very fact that I had wanted so 
much to go, too, had effectually prevented 
my su^esting any difficulties as to her 
enjoying a pleasure I so longed to share 
with her. 

Presently as I sat in the deep window 
seat watching the approach, I saw father 
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drire away in the high dog-cart, and a 
moment afterwards mother came into the 
room and shut the door carefully behind 
her. 

" We are very puzzled, Janey ," she said 
gently; "we have questioned dll the ser- 
vants a(id there is no doubt that I^ametta 
has not come back. It may be, of course, 
that Madame lAferre is only tlkoughtles^ 
and has kept the child such a long time 
without reflecting how anxious we should 
be. Father has gone to Guchester to the 
hotel where she was staying, wid will 
probably bring Fiametta back with him, in 
which case I shall be most thankful, but — " 

As mother paused and I looked up into her 
troubled eyes, a nameless fear seemed to lay 
cold hands about my heart " It was such 
a curious thing to do," she went on, ** to 
come like that to fetch a child for a drive, 
a child, too, that she had seen only once, 
who was staying with people she didn't 
know." 



jbyGoogIc 



Black Magic 

" She seemed to like her very much, 
though/' I suggested timidly, " and I heard 
. her aak Canon Ljgon where she was stay- 
ing, that day we had lunch with him in the 
Close, the * Elijah ' day." 

" Well, we can do nothing now tiU your 
father comes hack, and I pray that he may 
bring that dear child wit^ him," aiid mother 
kissed me and went away, leaving me to 
the far from pleasant compauioiiBhip of my 
own thoughts. 
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Wban the liqiior '■ ont, vh^olink the eumiUii? 
Robert Browkoto 

« TTTHERE 's Fiametta ? " cried the boys 
T T as thej came tumbling over each 
otiier into the schoolroom half an hour 
later. " And what are you boxed tip in 
here for? It's not raining." 

" Where 'b Fiametta ? " That question 
was destined to be burned into my brain 
before the day was out. I turned upon the 
boys, exclaiming passionately, " I don't 
know, we none of us know ; she 's lost 
really this time, and father *s gone to look 
for her in Garchester." 

" Were you cross to her, Janey ? " asked 
Paul, remembering the cause of our former 
scare. 
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'* Here is father 1 " cried Harry from the 
-window where he waa standing. I rushed 
to join him just in time to see father drive 
-up to the hall door witii the mare " all of 
a lather." 

There was no one with him but G^een< 
wood, the groom. 

The drawing-room bell pealed loudly, and 
almost directly Eliza put her head in at the 
schoolroom door with a message to &ie 
effect that "Miss Janey was to go down 
immediately." The boys were perfectly 
silent ; that 'a one blessed thing about 
boys, they never say aggravating things 
when you're in trouble. So slowly did I 
go downstairs that I remember wonder- 
ing whether it could be my own legs that 
carried me. 

Father was standing on the hearth rug 
looking odd and Sundayish in the black 
coat he never wore except at church, which 
he had not had time to change. " Are you 
quite sure, Janey," he said, " that the maid, 
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if she was a maid, said it was Madame 
hafent who wanted to see Fiametta ? " 

" Oh, yes ! and we were so pleased, be- 
cause we both wanted dreadfully to see her 
again." 

"But you didn't see her? — Madame 
Laferre, I mean." 

" No, father, because the maid s^d she 
only wanted to see ' Miss Glynn.' " 

"Well it 's an exceedingly odd thing, 
Janey, bat I 've been to tJie ^ Bell ' where 
she was staying, and they tell me tiiat she 
left with her maid for London this morn- 
ing by the eleven forty. I asked to see 
some of the other singing people who were 
staying there, and they told me the same 
thing." 

"But, father, if it wasn't Madame La- 
f erre who could it be, and why should she 
take away E^mettat " 

^'For the matter of that," said father 
slowly, " why should Madame Laferre take 
her away?" 
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''Do you think she has Holm bert" I 
cried after a horror-etruck pause. 

" NoDBensel " cried father hastily, ''people 
don't do that sort of thing out of fairy 
tales." 

Mother Bud nothing, but she went and 
stood beside father on the hearth rug and 
slipped her hand into his, and it stmck me 
with some surprise that even mother seemed 
to need help sometimes. 

" If that woman does n't bring her back 
in an honr," said &ther after another long 
silence, " I must go into Ghutihester and put 
the police on her track, and I 'U telegraph 
to Slater's people. It 's the most ineipli- 
cable thing I ever cuns across." 

By Innch-time on Sunday we had faced 
tiie dreadful fact that whoever had come 
for Fiametta bad evidently no intention of 
communicating with us or of allowing her 
to do so. 

That it was Hadame Laferre who had 
367 
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taken her away, I had no sort of doabt, 
even though I had only the maid's message 
(md my fancied recognition of her voice to 
go upon. 

No one had seen Madame Laferre since 
she droTe to the station on the previouB 
morning, but then nearly all our friends 
had been shut up in tfae Cathedral on the 
previous afternoon, and all our inquiries 
acd those of the police were fruitless. We 
could find no smallest trace either of her or 
of our blue maiden. 

By Monday afternoon we learned that 
Madame Laferre was not, and had not been 
for the last ten days, at her London address. 
Moreover, that she had, while at Garchester 
on the previous Friday evening, announced 
in a letter to her housekeeper her intention 
of taking a week's holiday in the coimtoy, 
that she did not want to be troubled by any 
business, and therefore gave no address to 
which letters might be forwarded. 

It seemed that Madame Laferre and Fia- 
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metta had both vaniehed into space. Misa 
Ooodlake went about with red eyes, and 
would not bear me out of her sight, which 
was most trying. The boys were very 
solemn and very kind to me, because they 
felt, as I did, that somehow I was to blame. 
Father, we hardly ever saw; he was in 
Garcbester all day, and Greenwood spent 
all bia time between the Court and the post- 
office waiting for or despatching telegrams. 

It was just as though a blue campanula, 
chief ornament of some little garden bed, 
had been ruthlessly rooted up during' the 
night, leaving a great gaping wound in 
place of its gracious presence. 

yfe missed her at every turn ; the deep 
window seat in the schoolroom looked for- 
lorn and untenanted with no gay blue 
figure kneelii^ there, throating a sunny 
head out among the roses, ^e was often 
irritating and patronising, but she was such 
good company 1 She " made things hum " 
as did no other of our contemporaries, and 
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in the midflt of tM oar sorrow and peoplez- 
itj, we felt an awestruck admiration for any 
litUe ^1 who could disappear entirety in 
80 unusoal and exciting a fashion. 

" It could only have happened to Fee," 
said Paul wistfully. " I should n't wonder 
if she does grow into a princess after all — 
she 's so 'strordinaiy." 

The Giant came out on Monday morning to 
see mother. They were shut up together for 
a long time, and when he left mother looked 
more worried and distressed than before. 
She called me into the morning-room where 
she was sitting in her big revolving chair 
in front of her writing-table, and took me 
on her knee, saying, "I have got news 
Janey, not of Fiametta, hut such news as 
convinces me that you were perfectly 
right, that it is Madame Laferre who has 
taken her, that it has been done deliber- 
ately, and is the result of a sadden caprice. 
I have telegraphed to Mr. Glynn to return 
at once." 
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While mother was speaking my eyea 
wandered almost miconsciouslj to the tele- 
graph form lying open on her blotting-pad. 
In pencil, in mother's bold legible hand- 
writing, were these worda : " Your wife has 
stolen Fiametta; come at once." 

Utterly bewildered I turned to look at 
mother. She was very pale, and I felt her 
arms tremble as they clasped me. 

" Mother 1 " I said, in a breathless sort 
of whisper, "I've read that telegram I 
What does it mean?" 

To my immense surprise and conster- 
nation, mother burst into tears and hid her 
face on my shoulder. " I never meant you 
to see it, Janey," she sobbed. " But now 
that you have seen it, I must explain. 
You are a good child, an honest child, and 
can be trusted." 

I was terribly distressed. "Don't tell 
me, mother dear," I cried, "if it hurts 
you; and oh, don't cry any more, it's so 
dreadful I " 
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Mother held me tight iar & minate or 
two, then she gave herself a little shake and 
Bat up straight and strong as usual, saying, 
*' Listen, Jaxtey ! there are a great many 
sad things in the world that yoa happily 
hare never even dreamt of, and I hoped 
that it might he years before you should 
ever know of anything so wretched as what 
I 'm going to tell you. Not all wives love -^ 
their husbands, Janey, nor all mothers their 
children. Fiametta's mother is not dead, 
but she did n't love either her husband or 
her child enough to stay with them, and 
when Fiametta was a littie baby only a 
few months old, she left them. When we 
first knew Mr. Glynn he was in great 
trouble with a baby daughter and no 
mother to look after her. I didn't even 
know what his wife was doing or under 
what name she went. He never spoke of 
her, and other people only told me that she 
bad gone back to America and was singing 
there. She has never seen Fiametta from the 
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time she left her, till the other day in Gar- 
cheater. She appears to be a person who 
acts wholly upon impulse, who will get 
what she wants no matter who may be 
made to suffer in the process. I suppose 
she was attracted by the child, and know- 
ing that she certainly could get her by no 
sort of fair means, she has adopted this 
way, this cruel way, of getting her wish 
gratified. She will tire of her aa she tires 
of everybody, — but what is happening to 
that poor little girl in the meantime 7 And 
how, how can we face her father ? " 

Mother began to cry again, and I, too 
bewildered and amazed to find any words 
of comfort, sat perfectly still and silent 

Just then father came in. Mother looked 
up and smiled even through her tears, he 
looked so comically hot and cross uid wor- 
ried, more worried, even, than when one of 
the thorough-bred foals ran into its mother 
and broke its neck. There he stood, rack- 
ing his brains for something comforting to 
373 
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toy, and noihing cune. Mother spoke first. 
** She saw the tel^ram, Heniy, and I 've 
told her. EEhe ia a loyal child and we can 
trust her." 

Father stock his hands deep in his 
pockets aa he leant against the mantelpiece, 
frowning. "It's a most unpleasant busi- 
ness, — confoundedly unpleasant; but one 
part of the mystery is solved, and I only hope 
the little blue maid will worry the life out 
of Madame What Vber-name. It 's only a 
question of time, but she 's certainly hidden 
her very successfully. I do wish we could 
get hold of the child, though, before Glynn 
comes back, poor chap ! " 

" He can't be here before Wednesday 
night, at soonest," said mother ; ** surely we 
can do a great deal before that." 

My heart was very heavy when I left 
the morning-room. In aU my life before I 
had never known of anything that the 
whole world might not have known so far 
as its importance went. But what weighed 
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mtrat beaTily upon me was the recollection 
of Mr. Glynn's voice as he s^d, " She is 
all I have, Janej." And I, who had 
vowed in my heart to be a " gentleman " 
to Piametta — what could I say ? Would 
a gentleman have let her get lost? Any- 
way, if such a misfortune happened he 
would feel bound to find her again, axiA 
there flashed into my mind the search-light 
of certainty, — it was just t/ust I had to da 
To find Fiamettal I, and no one else 1 
But how 7 



jbyGoogIc 



xxv; 

JANETS DBEAM 

Stake joitT oonntw u boldlj emy whi^ 
Teatora m warily, vn the iuim ikill. 
Do jonr bart whethar winning or loaing 1^ 
If jonohooaetoplayl — u mj prinoipl«. 

BoBSBT BBOTMora 

BY Tuesday night we were no '* for- 
rader " ; another restless, distressfu] 
day had passed, leaving mother hollow-eyed 
and pale with anxiety, which was in no way 
lessened by a telegram from Mr. Glynn, 
briefly stating that he would be with us the 
following evening. 

That telegram broke me down com- 
pletely. I felt that unless we found Fiar 
metta before he arrived I could not dare to 
meet him, and would need to run away 
myself for very shame. Long after I went 
to bed, I lay awake picturing his face as it 
would be when he came back and there was 
376 
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no little blue maid to nm and fling herself 
into his arms. To and fro I tossed from 
side to side, while the etem^ " where 's 
Fiametta ? " beat into my brain with weari- 
ful persistence. At last, completely worn 
out, I fell into a troubled sleep which 
finally resolved itself into a singularly vivid 
dream. 

I found myself, how, I neither knew nor 
cared, waJking along a dusty highroad on 
the hills, in a part of the country quite 
nnfamiliftr to me. Presently, however, the 
road dipped, and in front of me in the 
valley lay a little town where I had only 
been twice in my life. 

It was rather a remarkable little town, 
for it possessed two rivers and a beautiful 
abbey church. It was, moreover, exceed- 
ingly quaint and picturesque, with wide 
streets and tall, timbered houses from 
whose open doors one got delightful 
glimpses of gay gardens sloping to the 
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But another interest was attached to tins 
town; a certain Teiy famous novel had 
been written about it, and there was one 
house, now an inn, which claimed distinc- 
tion solely by reason that it was mainly the 
scene of the novel in question. Father had 
twice taken us all to tea in the garden of 
this same inn, which lay on the banks of 
the Avon, and was further remarkable by 
reasob of a wonderful yew hedg^ thus de- 
scribed by the writer of the novel : " It was 
about fifteen feet high and as many thick. 
Century after century of growth, with care- 
ful clipping and training, had compacted it 
into a massive green barrier, as close and 
impervious as a wall." 

Now in my dream the whole town lay 
before me clear and flat like a map. Oppo- 
site the abbey church, that garden with its 
great yew hedge and trim bowling green, 
was especially distinct. One thing struck 
me as strange, there were no people moving 
in the streets. " It must be very early in 
378 
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the morning," I thought to myself, aa I 
stood staring down at the quaint, absolutely 
quiet little town. A shuddering sort of 
fear suddenly seized me ; I was afraid to 
go on, neither had I the courage to turn 
and go back. Presently I saw a figure 
moving in the shadow of the great yew 
hedge. At first it was very tiny, a mere 
speck in the distance, but gradually my eyes 
seemed to get stronger, or the figure grew, 
and now I saw that the figure was that of 
a little girl. A moment more and I caught 
my breath in a passion of expectation, for 
the little girl was dressed in blue 1 

I gazed and gazed, as with every laboured 
breath I drew the figure grew clearer, and 
I knew that I had found Kametta ! I tried 
to call to her but my voice was dumb in 
my throat. I strove to go to her but my 
limbs refused to bear me, and the agony of 
this inertia was eo dreadful that I awoke, 
shuddering and sobbing, to find that it was 
day, and the kindly sun was making rain- 
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bows on the ouling through the slats c 
the blind. 

Mere words can in no way convey th 
poignant viYidneas of my dream. Evei 
now, as I sat up in bed fighting with m; 
sobs, in the dear, familiar room, the terribl 
helplessness of the moment in which I sav 
Fiametta and could not go to her oppreasei 
me. ' I got out of bed, pulled up the blind 
and curled myself up in tiie window seai 
to find comfort in the garden, so green anc 
gracious and serene in the clear mominj 
light Then remembrance came to me tha' 
this was the day on which Mr, Glynn wa 
to come, and Fiametta was — where ? In 
Btantly, and quite unconsciously, I anaweret 
aJoud, *' In Abel Fletcher's garden ! " 

The sound of my own voice startled me 
and I leapt to my feet, for now I under 
stood what my dream meant. Fiametti 
was there. There ! within a dozen miles o 
us, and I must go to her now, at once t 

I dragged on my stockings and dressei 
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in feverish haste. X omitted my bath and 
even forgot to wash my face. Chooaing 
my stoateBt boots, I laced them up tightly 
and tied them in many knots, for a long 
walk lay before me, and I had heard that 
one could walk best and farthest in stout 
boots. 

The stable clock struck seven. It was 
not so very early then, but the servants 
would not be in any way sarprised to see 
me go out into the garden. The boys were 
not up yet, neither was Miss Gioodlake; 
there was no one to stop me. I turned 
back my bed as I had been taught to do. 
The maids would not come in to do my room 
till about nine o'clock, and by that time I 
should be far away. Then I thought of 
mother: she must not be frightened any 
more, but neitber must she know my plan 
and stop me, as I knew she would. So I 
wrote a little note and put it under my 
pillow where I knew the maids would find 
it when they came to make my bed. " Dear 
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aothet," I said, " don't be fnghtened. I 
have gone to find Fiametta. Nobody but 
me can do it, and I shall do it. Your 
loving Janey." 

Then I went down the back stairs as 
softly as my thick boots would allow, and 
out into the glorious summer morning to 
seek sach fortmie as the Fates might hold. 

First of all I walked into Garchester by 
the fields. Beyond that I did n't know my 
way, but once there I felt sure some one 
would direct me. I began to feel dread- 
fully hungry as I crossed the last bridge 
and turned up the steep street where the 
chaff is always fiying from the mills. I 
bad forgotten all about breakfast, and in 
my excitement had even omitted to take 
the biscuits Miss Goodlake always put for 
us in case we went out early, and I had no 
money. But it was of no use to think 
about trifles like that, so I began to ran 
to keep my courage, and turning a corner 
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at the top of the hill, charged clumsily 
into a tall gentleman who was strolliDg 
leisurely along the almost deserted street. 

" Good gracious, Janey ! what on earth 
are you doing here at this hour ? " cried 
the Giant (he had got up early to go and 
look in the park for Privet Hawk moth 
caterpillars), oatchmg me forcibly by the 
arms, as I tried to rush past him. 

" Don't keep me 1 Don't stop me ! " I 
cried breathlessly. " I know where she is, 
and I 'm going to find her." 

The Giant's strong hands held me like a 
vice, and I could not move. 

" Tell me about it, Janey," he said, 
" and I promise you on my honour I won't 
hinder you; perhaps I may be able to help 
you." 

I looked up into his face, and I trusted 
him. I think I have said before that he 
was an understanding person, and certiunly 
be showed himself to be such that morning. 
I told him all about my dream, and that 
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undivided attention of three — then height 
for hoot and horse! and the Giant lifted 
me into a high dog-cart with a tall, raw- 
boned, raking grey between the shafts. 

"I've sent a wire to the Court to say 
you 're with me," said the Giant, as we 
whirled out of the town. " We can't have 
taay more mysterious disappearances." 

I>uring the long drive we were very silent, 
and my certainty that I should find Fia- 
metta became less sure. Suppose my dream 
should mean nothing after alll What 
would ^e Giant think of me ? What would 
they think of me at home t 

Then Paul's favourite proverb, (Jways 
quoted when he wanted to do something 
contrary to rule, came into my mind to 
cheer me : " Nothing venture, nothing 
have ! " Besides, I felt it in my bones that 
she was there. 

When we reached the top of the hill 
where I had stood in my dream, I found that 
in reality I could not see Abel Fletcher's 
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knew that, but this was my affair entirely, 
and he let me have my way. I foimd out 
afterwards that he had feared for my reason 
and thought it better to give in, in every 
respect, to calm me. 

** Now we must wait and listen," I stud, 
as we arrived in a narrow lane with the 
yew hedge on one side and the river on the 
other. 

It was not yet ten o'clock, but there was 
bustle and brightness in the little town. 
No one passed our way though, for the lane 
was un&equented, and led to nowhere in 
particular. 

For full five minutes the Giant and I 
stood listening. At first I could hear 
nothing but the wild thumping of my own 
heart, then gradually other sounds grew 
detached uid distinct The distant cheer- 
ful bustle of the town, the lap of the water 
against the banks, and above all these 
others, a nearer sound, that of & little 
song. ' 
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The Giant grasped my hand so hard that 
I nearly cried out. 

We atood listening with a strained atten- 
tion that was almost pain. 

Some one on the other side of the hedge 
was Binging ; singing very softly in a croon- 
ing, sad little voice. And the song was 
the Basque song " Alza." 

" Car Ninetta la hdU, Mnetta tinfidiU, 
Avait, et powr t&ujours, oublii sea amours," 

The Giant waited until the end of the 
veise, then he said softly, *' By Jove, Janey, 
I believe you 're a witch ! " 

I sat down suddenly under the hedge and 
began to cry feebly, for now I knew that 
our journey had not been in vain. 

" Now, Janey," said the Giant, still in the 
very smallest of whispers, " stay just where 
you are, watch and listen! and the very 
moment Fiametta comes out to you, run, 
both of you, to the Swan and order the dog- 
cart. We 're going to steal her Uiis time." 
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The litUe song on the other side of the 
hedge ceased suddenly, I heard a Bcamper 
of light feet, then all was still and I sat 
waiting, it seemed for houra 

No one passed either up or down the 
lane for a long time ; at last I saw a little ' 
girl in a dirty white dress come round the 
comer nearest the highroad. She didn't 
interest me particularly, for just then there 
was only one little girl in the world for me, 
and she was always dressed in hlue. But all 
the same when this little girl cried out, and 
ran towards me I saw that in spite of the 
dirty white frock it was Fiametta ! 

We rushed together, and she dr^ged me 
along, whispering under her breath, " Quick, 
Janey ! Quick ! Take me where he said. 
They are n't up yet. Quick ! " 

Hand in hand we ran down the High 
Street to the Swan, and once there I found 
the ostler and ordered the dog-cart. He 
grumbled a good deal and seemed rather 
displeased, muttering many things to the 
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effect that "the mare wom't 'alf rested.'* 
But what cared we, standing together under 
the wide archway leading to the stables, 
with our arms round each other? We 
peeped out from time to time to see if the 
Giant was coming, almost too happy to 
talk. 

"Here he is! "cried Fiametta at last, 
and sure enough there he was, just aa 
tiie surly ostler buckled the last strap 
of the harness, and led the mare up the 
yard and through the archway into the 
street. 

"You ain't got much mercy on your 
cattle, sir," he remarked to the Giant as 
he came hurrying up. 

" Needs must when the Devil drives," 
answered that gentleman. Something 
changed hands, and the ostler's face was 
wreathed with smiles. 

" I don't think the mare '11 be much the 
worse, neither," he said graciously as we 
drove off. 
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" That was a near thing," exclauned the 
Giant, wiping his brow when once we were 
out into the open on the Garchester road. 
'' Juat as I finished the breakfast I had to 
order to explain my presence in that garden, 
I heard a voice saying, * Where 's Fiam- 
etta ? ' and I paid my bill and fled." 

" They 'S have to ask that question now 
for a bit," I remarked with great satisfac- 
tion, as I squeezed up against the cause of 
all this excitement. " It seems a wonder- 
fully easy thing to steal a child ! I wonder 
it is n't done oftener 1 " 

" Heaven forbid ! " cried the Giant, and 
let the reins hang loose on the mare's back 
as he turned and looked at us. 

" I must make haste and get into one of 
my own frocks before my Daddie comes," 
said Fiametta, " else he might think I was 
changed. But I'm not changed inside," 
she added cheerfully. "They took away 
my blue frock, but they couldn't alter 
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" No," sud the Giant, and his eyes, as he 
looked down at Fiametta, were very kind ; 
" I don't think they 've changed you a bit 
— inside ; " and I heard him add, " Thank " 
God ! " low down to himself. 



THE TANGLED SKEIN UNRAVELLED 

My heart, my heart is like • MD^ng bird 
WhoM nest is in ■ watered shoot, 
My heart, my heart is like an apple tree, 
Whose boughs are bent with thick-set fmit- 

C. BOBBITTI 

A IX the way home we chattered hard, 
that is, Fiametta chattered, and we 
asked questions. There was so much to 
hear, and I did u't hear it all then, by any 
means, but by degrees I have pieced to- 
gether the Btory of those four days ; for 
us BO fraught with perplexity and pain, 
for Fiametta so strangely monotonous 
and dull. So far as possible, I will try 
to tell what happened in her own words. 
One thing, however, I speedily discovered 
that Ifadame Laferre had given the diild 
no hint of her real relationship towards 
her. This was to me an immense relief. 
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It had seemed so terrible that there could 
be any divided feeling with regard to one's 
mother, and after all she toeu Fiametta's 
mother ! Sometimes I could find it in my 
heart to be sorry for her, for I very well 
knew that if in the future there ever 
came to be any question of choice for 
Fiametta, between her father dmi the 
whole world beside, her decision would be 
unhesitating ; he teas her world. 

"Didn't you long to tell me, Janey?" 
she said long afterwards j "I can't think 
how you kept anything so exciting to 
yourself." 

But indeed I had no desire to tell her 
or anybody else. I was thankful to put 
the whole adventure aside and foiget it 
aa quickly as possible. To tell the truth, 
the situation puzzled me so completely 
that I felt shy, and as father used to say, 
" we 're not a talking family." 

It seemed that Madame Laferre and her 
maid lost their train on that Saturday 
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morning, and with one of thoee sudden 
changes of plan to which she was appar- 
ently much given, she decided to go to 
the pretty river-side town near Garchester, 
from Saturday to Monday, rather than to 
Great Marlow as had been her original in- 
tention. Finding that there was no train 
for over three hours, she had lunch at the 
station, and sent her maid into the town 
for a carriage, and then drove out to 
the Court, to see if by chance she could 
see Fiametta again. 

This was accomplished with such abso- 
lute ease, that it occurred to her to carry 
off the child for a few days. The fact 
that everybody would be so alarmed and 
indignant added zest to the proceeding, 
for she had conceived a violent dislike for 
mother on the single occasion she bad 
met her. Moreover, she really was very 
much attracted by the child, and to make 
a long story short, she always did what 
she liked. 

395 
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As they drove into Qarchester, she sug- 
gested to Fiametta what fun it would be 
to come with her to a dear little country 
inn till Monday, and that she would let 
Mrs. Staniland know she had, as she gaily 
put it, "carried her ofE." She had no in- 
tention of doing anything of the kind, but 
that, of course, Fiametta could not divine. 

" I sboidd like to come awfully," she said, 
" but I 've no clothes." It was just the sort 
of adventure to appeal to Fiametta. 

** We '11 manage for to-night, and they '11 
send some on for to-morrow, it will be all 
right," said Madame Laferre reassuringly, 
and so Fiametta thought it was. 

By five o'clock, she was having tea with 
her new friend in Abel Fletcher's garden ; I 
was asleep under the larches, and the very 
considerable portion of inhabitants of Gar^ 
Chester interested in Madame Lafeire were 
under die impression that she bad gone to 
London, 

"1 was very happy till bedtime," said 
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Fiametta,inrelatmgheradTeDtures. "Then 
I began to feel lonely. The big hotelewere 
full of people who had come for boating, 
and Mona Lisa — ahe told me to call her 
Mona Lisa because she's so like the pic- 
ture — was very cross because we could n't 
get rooms at either of them, and had to 
stay at the little one, and there was a 
smell of beer in all the passages. I had 
dinner with her in the garden ; she would n't 
have it indoors, she said, because the sit- 
ting-room they had given her was so hid- 
eous ; and it began to rain, and we had to 
rush indoors again, and there was such a 
fuss and confusion, and she was cross, and 
the inn people were cross, and Celestine — 
that's the maid — was Grossest of all and 
said everything was sacr'e. 

''It seemed very funny, but Mona Lisa 
told the people at the iun that her name 
was Mrs. Smith, and it was all like a play, 
and I thought it great fun till bedtime 
came. Then I found that she expected 
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me — SfE I to sleep in the same bed with 
Celestine, and I said I wouldn't. I've 
never slept in the same bed with anybody 
else in my life, and fancy sleeping with a 
senraatl Celestine had come to help me 
to go to bed, and she brought me a night- 
dress of Mona Lisa's, very thin and pretty 
and covered with lace, but it was far too 
long and big. When I told her that Z 
would not sleep in that bed unless I could 
have it all for myself, she muttered a lot 
in French, so I talked French too, very 
fast, and said it was all aacri, and at last 
she went and fetched Mona Lisa. 8he was 
nice and said she was dreadfully sorry to 
ask me to sleep with Celestine, but that 
they could only give us two rooms, and 
she really couldn't have me in hers or 
she wouldn't sleep a wink. So would I 
do it just for to-night? and she'd get a 
room out for Celestine next day. 

" I said I 'd sleep on the floor, if they 'd 
give me a pillow and some clothes, but 
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she wouldn't hear of that, so X had to 
give in and go to bed, though I hated it. 
I fell asleep very soon, for I was so tired 
with all the fuaa and arguments, but I 
woke up in the middle of the nighty and 
it was so stuffy I felt as if I should die, 
All the rooms in your house smell of air, 
but this room smelt of a person. A scented 
person ! You know the kind of smell, such 
a tiring smell ! and it was Celestine. There 
she was, fast asleep, and she had shut the 
window and drawn down the blind, but 
there was a little new moon shining in, 
and I got up and pulled up the blind and 
opened the window, such a little window. 
Then I felt better, but 1 wanted you, and 
I. began to wonder if I ought to have 
come, and I rather hoped Mrs. Staniland 
would say I was to go back at once. Then 
I took my pillow out of bed and lay down 
on the floor and covered myself with my 
frock and slept till morning. When I 
woke I was dreadfully hot, for the window 
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was shut again, and Celestine had put a 
thick shawl over me. 

" That was a horrid Sunday. Mona Lisa 
did not come down to breakfast. I had it 
with Celestine, who was very sulky be- 
cause I had opened the window ; she said 
it gave her ' neuralgia in the nostril ' ! 

" When Mona Lisa did come down, she 
was cross because we could n't hire a boat 
and go on the river. They don't let them 
out on Sundays. Lots of other people 
went on the river, but they had their own 
boats. 

"All that day I had to stop in the 
garden, nobody played with me, and I 
had nothing to read. I might have played 
by myself and pretended things, but that 
horrid Celestine sat near me all the time, 
when Mona Lisa wasn't there. She came 
sometimes and sat and talked and asked 
a great many questions, but when I wanted 
ber to sing, she said, 'Hush !' and that no 
one at the inn must know who she was, 
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and it waa all very mysterious and roman- 
tic. I played I waa a refugee in disguise. 
She said my clothes hadn't come because 
there was no Sunday post, then I wanted 
to go back and get them and see you all, 
but she said there were no Sunday trains. 

*'In the evening it rained, bo we sat 
in the ugly sitting-room that smelt of beer, 
and I got surer and surer that I ought 
not to have come, and Daddie wouldn't 
like it. 

" She did n't get a room out for Celestine 
because it was Sunday ; you can't do any- 
thing in that place on Sunday, it's far 
worse than here, and I had to sleep with 
her again, and I hated it so, for she would 
shut the window because of her neuralgia 
in the nostril. 

" My clothes did n't come on Monday, 
and Mona Lisa said It was very carelesa 
of you al! not to send them, but she'd 
get me some in the town. So she did, 
and took away my blue dress and gave 
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me tbis. I heard her say to Celestine* 
' It 's not 80 picturesque, but it 's less 
conspicuous,' and I got frightened, for I 
thought perhaps she would enchant me. 
I'd never worn any but blue dresses be- 
fore. Tou know she ia wonderful, you feel 
you must do what she says if she smiles 
at you and asks you nicely ; there is a sort 
of magicness about her. 

" We went on the river a lot that day 
and it was so nice, for Celestine was not 
there, only Mona Lisa and me and a nice 
man who rowed us. He was kind and let 
me try to row, but it ached my back, so 
I did n't do it long. 

" All the same I wanted to go back to 
you, and said so. But she said not yet, and 
begged me to stay with her a little longer, 
because she was so lonely. So I did, but 
I was getting miserabler and miserabler. 
The toothbrush she bought me was so 
big, and the bath so little, and Celestine 
is crosser than nurse, and does n't make 
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you feel half ao comfy in your clothes. 
Last night I woke up and heard Mona 
Xisa talking to Celestine ; the candle in our 
room was lit, and they were both there. 

" ' We '11 go on to Great Marlow to-mor- 
row,' she said, * I cannot stand another 
day here. I shall keep the young lady 
with me till the end of the week, then they 
may have her back as I wish to go abroad.' 

" ' Were the friends of the demoiseUe 
entirely willing that she come ? ' Celestine 
asked. ' It is odd that they send not her 
clothing.' 

" I knew it was mean to listen and not tell 
them that I was awake, but it suddenly 
came over me, all hot and dreadful, that 
perhafffl you did n't know where I was, after 
all, and I was so frightened that I lay 
quite still. 

"Mona Lisa turned so angrily to Celestine, 
I could see her quite plainly though she 
could n't see me. ' You ought to know by 
this time, my good girl, that I do not allow 
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jou to caiechiBe me/ she said, and went 
out of the Toom. 

" Celestine blew out the candle and mut- 
tered, — she was always muttering and I 
heard something about eidevement, and I 
knew what that meant. Then she went 
out and shut the door. 

*' I got out of bed and prayed and prayed 
that some of you wonld come. I prayed 
till my knees were stiff and sore, it was 
such a thin carpet, and when I got back 
into bed I fell asleep, for I knew Grod 
woiild n't eqiect any more of a little girl 
like me. 

" I woke early before Celestine, and got 
up and dressed very quietly. She grumbled 
at being disturbed, but to please her I 
didn't open the window because of her 
nostril. 

'*I went downstairs and out into the' 
garden and walked up and down by the 
big hedge singing to myself, and thinking 
what had better be done, &>r I was quite 
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determined that I would fW go to Great 
Marlow. I had no money — I shall always 
carry at least sixpence for the future — 
and I wondered how in the world I was to 
get back to the Court. I did n't know then 
that you can drive, — it seemed such a long 
way in the train. So I prayed again, and 
then I saw the Giant, and I knew that 
God had paid attention to me, — He nearly 
always does. So I flew to the Griant across 
the grass, and he did n't waste time asking 
any questions, but sent me straight out to 
you, and there was no one in the inn 
passage, and the front door stood wide open, 
and it was quite easy, and you know the 
rest, Janey." 

Moat of this was told to us in that thrice 
happy drive home, as we sat squeraed 
together on the front seat of the dog'cart. 
We went back much more slowly than we 
had come, for the mare was rather tired, 
and the Giant would not hurry her. 

As we drove through Garchester and 
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over the two bridges into tlte dear, familiar 
lane my heut sang for joy ; and when at 
last we tamed into our own drive, I Uiink it 
was the supremeat moment I had ever 
known. 

I can never remember clearly what 
happened in the next few minutes. The 
whole family met us at the hall door, and 
I rather think mother kissed the Giant in 
her excitement. She was the first to 
recover, though, and say, in her usual dry 
fashion, " My dear Fiametta, please go at 
once to Nurse and put on one of your own 
frocks, and you, Jsjieymy child, had better 
go and perform the toilet only too evidently 
omitted this morning." 

I believe that if the last trump had 
sounded while we were children, mother 
would have sent some of us back to brush 
our nails. 

" Nurse, I do love you ! though you are 
rather cross," cried Fiametta, throwing her 
arms round that worthy's neck as she 
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arrayed her in clean everything. '* Tou 
don't smell of scent." 

" I should hope I know my place better, 
Miss," replied Nurse severely ; " and as for 
you, Miss Janey, going gallivanting off with- 
out your bath, I don't know what the 
family's coming to — that I don't. Fine 
doings indeed ! " 

No one could feel heroic for long if Nurse 
were anywhere about. 

Just as lunch was nearly over and we 
were sitting in leisurely fashion over the 
cheese — Fiametta had gone to sit on 
father's knee to eat hera — we heard a 
carriage come up the drive, and the bell 
pealed loudly. 

" Do you think they Ve come after me ? " 
Fiametta asked anxiously. 

Father set her down very gently, and 
said slowly, "I think — that there is no 
doubt — that some one — has come after 
you — " 

Fifunetta looked into his face and rushed 
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to the door and into her father's arms: 
for there on the threshold stood Mr. Glynn. 
Mb was travel-stained, pale, uid worn, but 
as the lithe blue figure leapt into his 
embrace he seemed to forget everything 
but what it held. And once in that safe 
haven, Fiametta was happiest of little maids 
in the pride of the double finding that had 
been achieved that day. 

To me he said such beautiful, grateful 
things, that in spite of Nurse I felt some- 
thing of a heroine till Paul unkindly 
pointed out that anybody would have done 
the same if they had had the dream. 

As regarded the mysterious Mona lasa, 
everybody, including Mr. Glynn, seemed so 
anxious to hush up the whole afEair that I 
never heard it discussed any more. I know 
that she had t^e grace to be exceedingly 
alarmed l^ Fiametta's flight, for that very 
afternoon mother had a frantic telegram 
from her, confessing that she had taken the 
child, and asking if she had by any chance 
40S 
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come back to us. Mother replied that 
"Fiametta was with her lather/* not a 
word more. 

"I wonder which of us will be stole 
next," said Paul, as, on that memorable 
evening, we sat crowded together in easy 
inelegance on the largest wheelbarrow. " I 
do hope it will be me. I'd have much 
more adventures than Fee, anyhow." 

" I was n't stolen," Fiametta said indig- 
nantly, " I went." 

"Then," said Harry, "you ought to be 
whopped." 

Fiametta arose from the wheelbarrow 
with as much dignity as was compatible 
with her position therein, shook out h^ 
dress, and mardied haughtily down the 
garden path, calling over her shoulder to 
me, " Let 's go to Saddle, Janey, those stupid 
boys never understand things." 

But the boys held me tight, and I was 
nothing loath to stay. The blue campanula 
was back In its place, the garden was once 

409 
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more fair and seeitaly, and the evening 
light was full of benediction; but I was 
conscious of the goodness of it all, and in 
such eonscnonsnesB lies the beginning of 
that joaraey which leads so far away 
from the Child Country where — 

"One snborb is sUbli^ed on Sim earth; bnt ooe 
FloatB founded vague 
In labber-lands delectable — isles of palm, 
And lotal, forton&te mains, f ar-ahimmering seas, 
The shining, shifting SorraatieB of Dream." 
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